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I. HEROIC Love: Or, The Cruel Separation. 
A Tragedy. 


II. Once a Lover, and always a Lover. A Co- 
medy, 


II. The Jew of Venice. 4 Comedy. 


rv. Tze Britiſh Enchanters: Or, No . like 
Love. An Opera, 


— 


. 
1 ; * 


7 
78 
"5. 
1 


OR F HE 
CRUEL SEPARATION. 
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TRAGEDY. 


Reftius Tlliacum carmen deducis in aus, RT 
| Hor. de arte poetica. 


Dnam fi proferres ignota indiftaque primus. 
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Mr. N LD a 


On his excellent Tragedy, called, HERO ic Lovx. 


How could I envy, what I muſt commend! 
But ſince *tis nature's law in love and wit, 
That youth ſhould reign, and with'ring age ſubmit, 
With leſs regret, thoſe laurels I reſign, 

XZ Which, dying on my brows, revive on thine. 

1 With better grace an ancient caief may yield 
The long contended honours of the field, 

A Than venture all his fortune at a caſt, 

1 And fight like Hannibal, to loſe at laſt. 

'% Young princes obſtinate to win the prize, 
Tho' yearly beaten, yearly yet they riſe: 
old monarchs tho” ſucceſsful, ſtill in doubt, 

1 Catch at a peace; and wiſely turn devout. 

7 Thine be the laurel then; thy blooming age 
Can beſt, if any can, ſupport the (tage, 
Which ſo declines, that ſhortly we may ſee 
Players and plays reduc'd to ſecond infancy. 
Sharp to the world, but thoughtleſs of renown, 
They plot not on the ſtage, but on the town, 
And in deſpair, their empty pit to fill, 

set up ſome foreign monſter in a bill: 

Thus they jog on; (till tricking, never thriving ; 
And murd'ring plays, which they miſcall reviving. 
Our ſenſe is nonſenſe, thro? their pipes convey'd; 
Scarce can a poet know the play he made; 
F'Tis fo diſguis'd in death: nor thinks 'tis he 
That ſuffers in the mangled tragedy. 

Thus Ttys firſt was kill'd, and after dreſs'd 
For his own ſire the chief invited gueſt, 

| A 2 


1 A Us pfelous poet, wert thou not my friend, 
4 
9 f 


I ſay not this of thy ſucceſsful ſcenes; 

Where thine was all the glory, theirs the gains: 
With length of time, much judgment and more toil, 
Not ill they acted, what they could not ſpoil : 
Their ſetting-ſun (till ſhoots a glimm' ring ray, 
Like ancient Rome, majeſtic in decay: 

And better gleanings their worn ſoil can boaſt, 

$ Than the crab-yintage of the neighb'ring coaſt. 
This difference, yet the judging world will ſee; 
Thou copieſt Homer, and they copy thee. 


FOHN DRYDEN. 


* Mr. Betterton's company in Lincolns-inn fields, 
I Drury Lane Play-houſe, 
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PROLOGUE. 
by” the right honourable HENRY Sr. Jouns, Eſq; 


i OW hard's the poet's taſk, in theſe o our days, 
Who ſuch dull palates is condeinn'd to pleaſe, 


Js damn. all ſenſe, and only fuſtian praiſe ? 


»% harm'd with heroic nonſenſe, lofty ſtrains, 
=; 


ot with the writers, but the players pains, 


Aid by the actors lungs, Judge of the Poet s brains, 


Let ſcribling judges, who your pleaſures ſerve, 


Live by your ſmiles, or by your anger ſtarve, 
Io pleaſe you in your vain fantaſtic way, 


| 9 | Renounce their judgment, to ſecure their pay: 


3 By written laws, our author would be try'd, 

I And write as if Athenians ſhould decide, 

'Y With Horace and the Stagyrite for guide. 

'# Applauſe is welcome, but too dearly bought, 

© Should, we give up one rule, thoſe mighty maſters bangt. 
ret ſome, methinks, T here and there deſery, | 

BY Who may with ancient Rome and Athens vie ; 

FT To whoſe tribunal we ſubmit with joy: 

To them, and only them ; for not to wrong ye 

7 *Twould be a ſhame to pleaſe the moſt among ye. 


Chiefly the ſofter ſex he hopes to move, 


4 Thoſe tender judges of heroic love : 
3 To that bright circle he reſigns his cauſe, 
Aud if they ſmile, he aſks no more applauſe, 


Perſons Names. 
M E N. 


Agamemnon, king of Argos, general of 
the allies at the ſiege of Troy. 

Achilles, general of the Myrmidons. 

Neſtor, a Grecian commander. 

Ulyſſes, another commander of the Greeks. 

Patroclus, the friend of Achilles. 

Chryſes, high prieſt of Phoebus, father 
of Chruſeis. 

Chalcas, a Grecian ſoothſayer. 

Talthybius, 

Eurybates 

Officers, guards, and attendants to the king. 


| Mr. Bettertan. 


Mr. Verbrugen. 
Mr. Bowman. 
Mr. Sandford. 

Mr. Scudamore. 


: Mr. Kynaſton, 
Mr. Freeman. 


5 Captains of the king's guard. Mr. Baily. 


W.O0.;M EN. 


Chruſcis, Mrs. Barry. 
Briſeis, Mrs. Bracegirdle. 
Artemis, a woman attendant to Chruſeis. Mrs. Prince. 


The SCENE is of the Grecian fleet and camp 
before Troy. 
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Ss acTi ScEtursL 


Before AGAMEMNON's pavilion. 
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„ CHRYSES the high prieſt, and C HAL CAS. 


—— 


CHRVYS ES. 


tan. 


3 EE him T will, and muſt. 
gen. 1 Chal. See him you may, but wait a better time. 
aan. Chr. Chalcas, what time? Whoſe time mall Tiirylcs 
ord. 3 wait ? - | 
ore. Shall 1, who to th' aſſembled gods can fay, 
3 C et me be heard, and ſtraight they bend their ears, 
And at all hours, are ready to my prayers; 
aan. Shall I upon a mortal's leiſure wait? 
ly. ſay, I will be heard, and now. 
Chal. Forgive me, holy Chryſes, prince of n 
W's hou oracle, unerring, when thy gods 
+ nlighten thee to ſpeak their dark decrees ; | 
"But human born, retaining human fraikies, | 
1 our reaſon by your paſſion is miſ-led. 
To temperate tongues, unbias'd by reſentment, 
Truſt your demands; or failing to perſuade, 
: Jou may provoke. For tho? the king be mild, 
dle. Enclin'd to good, of eaſy diſpoſition, 


e. 2 et he's of haſty temper, catching fire, 

As the beſt natures are indeed moſt apt: 

3 Surprize him not, nor work him unprepar'd; 
Fe knows not your arrival yet: let us begin 

By eaſy ſteps to lead him to your wiſh; 

3 And if we fail, then urge what you think fit. 

Chr. Why do we pray for children? Call 'em bleſlings, 
and deem the barren womb a curſe? O marriage! 
FOohappy! moſt unhappy of all ſtates! 

EMatching with ſorrows, teeming till with more; 
[The vexed womb ſeems to bring forth to vex, 
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A wiſe delay, for want of pow'r to hurt, 1 
And but diſſimulation at the beſt; _ N * 


8 HEN . 


Producing none but to diſgrace or ruin 

The rath begetters. Had tielen never been, 
Troy were ſafe: or had Chruſcis been unborn, 
Greece had been well reveng'd O fatal pair! 
Moſt miſchievous where moſt belov'd: pleaſing, 
And yet deſtroying. Not Meduſa kills, 

With her envenom'd glances, half fo ſure, 

Not Hector's ſword has coſt more Argive lives, 
Nor has Achilles' ſpear more Dardans lain, 
Than each of theſe, with her devouring eyes. 


Chal. Well am [ pleas'd to find your ſoul thus mov'd: And 
If you can pity, ſure you will redrels ; | 
Where pity reſts, there mercy too will lodge. h. 
Theſe heavy vengeances that preſs ſo ſore In i, 
Are owing to vour pray'rs incenſing heaven. The 
O Ciryſes, Chryſes! look on yonder camp, And 
Behold what heaps of dead, without one wound; She» 
Behoid how like the dezd the living look, - BM c 
So near their end, that they who wait their friends * 
To the laſt rites, are burnt on the ſame pile: Neſt 
The ſturdy Greeks, unſinew'd by diſeaſes, Achi 
That firmly went, impreſſing deep the ground Wh 
On which they trod, with their large luſty ſtrides, "FX ou 
Now ſearcely crawl, ſupported on their ſpears: = C 
No friendly ray, to ſhew us to our tents, 2 For 
But a dim red that overcaſts the iky, | And 
A blood-ſhot beam all dreadful to behold: or! 
Nor march we now by any other light I C 
But funeral fires. Put 
Chr. Nought can'ſt thou urge from this, | so x 


But that the gods ere juſt. | 

Chal. The gods are juſt, but they are merciful, 
Were Chryſcs ſo, theſe woes would have an end, 

Chr. Th” uninjur'd at their eaſe, forgiveneſs preach 
At ſecond hand: But all who ſmart alike, 
Forgive alike: Vengeance is nature's debt, 


An all who can, will have it ſtrietly paid: 5 
Forgiveneſs is the cunning of revenge, vo 
0 


f HERO T© LOVE. „ 
Had Chalcas loſt a daughter, thus had I urg d 

To him, and he had heard like me. | 

3 Chal. Of all the attributes that Jove can boaſt, 

* Mercy's the moſt divine; and of all men 

The merciful are plcaſing to, the gods. 

Let but a truce be granted, till we know 

3 The king's reſolve. I 

= Chr. No Not a moment's reſpite will I give: 
Iny dangers I'll awake him from delights; 

2 bom plagues ſhall ſpare, the e e Ga ord ſhall cut, 
"4 And who, eſcape the ſword, new plagues ſhall reach. 

| rate their love ſo high, but they will part 
V hen life's the price Why do ] dally here 

1 In idle talk? Now, now perhaps, this moment 


3 The ſacrilegious raviſher's at work! 
And ſhall I wait till his hot fit be done? 
she me the way, and let me ruſh upon him 


Going. 
Chal. Have but an hour's patience, reverend Chry ſes, 
1 | | [ Stops him, 
Y Neſtor is gone, and with him wiſe Ulyſles, 
Achilles too: A council is conven'd, 
3 05 here your demands will fully be made known; 
ou ſhall have juſtice. | 

Clir. I will have juſtice, Chalcas, and look to't, 

For once I give your humour way | 
And mark it well 
A Or Agamemnon periſh. 
3 Chal. Doubt it not Chryſes, all will be amended. . 
Fut oh! how much I fear! 


but know, 
Chryſes muſt have * 


1 So much I know he loves. [ Aſide, 


[Exennt. Chryſes and Chaless. 


SCENE 1 


AGAMEMNON and CHRUSEIS. 


Ag. O my Chruſcis! why theſe alter'd looks? 
V'hy weeps my love, whoſe ſmiles are all my joy? 
WT hoſe eyes that wont to dance at my approach, 
ind ſparkle on me with redoubled light, 
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Who when the trumpets call, and the loud voice 


No cry, To arms! ſhall interrupt again 


The gods are weary of this doubtful ſtrife,” 
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10 HEROIC LOVE. 


Why veil they now in clouds when I draw near? 
That charming voice, that with its chearful ſound 
So chear'd my heart, why is its language ſad? 
Why broken thus with ſighs? Thy gentle hand, 
Not to be felt without tranſporting joy, 
That when I preſs'd it, anſwer'd to my touch; 
Why feels it now ſo cold? O tell thy griefs! 
If ought there be in Agamemnon's reach, 
Tho” with the price of kingdoms to be bought, 
Tho' with the lives of millions to be conquer'd, 
Let but Chruſeis ſpeak, and think it ſure. 

Chru. My deareſt lord, you wrong my tender love, 
Poſſeſſing you, what is there left to wiſh ? 
But ah! who fear to loſe what they have got, 
May grieve as much as thoſe who weep for more. 

Ag. Both to yourſelf, and me, 'tis much unjuſt 
To fear my change, or doubt your pow'r to fix. 
Arriv'd at heav'n, there's no returning back. 
Thy image, my Chruſeis, on my heart 
Lies like a ſhield, where every dart that ſtrikes 
From any other eye, bounds ſwiftly back, 
Nor leaves a dint behind. — — 

Chru. — O happy Helen! 


Of war provokes the ſoldier from his reſt, 

Holds faſt her Paris; ſafe embrac'd he lies, 

No call of honour takes him from her arms; 

But I. unhappy I | 
Ag. _ -— Diſmiſs that grief. 

The conq'ring year's arriv'd, when Troy muſt fall; 

Nine years of fruitleſs pain, ſo fates ordain'd 

We ſhould endure; the tenth rewards our toil. 

*Tis come, my fair, nor ſhall our flumbers more 

Be broke by rude alarms; but yet a little longer 

And all our taſk is love : cloſe cleaving to thy fide, 


Our balmy joys. —- 
Chru. -— Still, ſtill I fear. 
Ag. Vain are thy fears, Chruſeis; but they're kind. 


HEROIC LOVE. 


And now will finiſh it: the ſun nine years 

Has roſe and ſet in ſlaughter, and now turns 

b His face from death, and ſcarce will look abroad, 

q but pale and ſad, winks with a feeble light 

pon our camp, as ſick with human blood. 

*Z Chru. Would that were all: But my foreboding mind 

3 Bays otherwiſe. IIl omens haunt my ſteps, 

1 Vnquiet thoughts diſturb my nights and days, 

know not why: and when I meet my lord, 

"Some hand unſeen ſtill thruſts me back again, 

A d chides my haſte: If I but lift my eyes 

1 In yours, ſome voice unknown ſtill whiſpers me, 

'Y Take heed, Chruſeis, thoſe are guilty looks: 

'Evn in the midſt of our tranſporting bliſs, 

; Where all's devoted to immortal love, 

1 thoſe dear arms, where none can lie unbleſt, 

| The holy place where grief ſhould never enter, 

1 Scred to joy, even there my tears purſue me, 

Flowing uncall'd. — 

| | Ag. — Well have I mark'd thoſe tears, 
nd chid thy eyes, which rapture could not dry. 

The gods are envious ſure of our delights, 

Mankind is never happy, but by halves; 

J r, from that hour ſince firſt I ſaw my love, 

1 e publie woes are dated: then began 

Fevers to rage, and plagues that thin our ranks; 

T The luſty Greeks, that wont to march to battle 


þ- ith chearful pace, now drag their flothful feet, 
nd but in flight are nimble. 


Geartleſs our victims are, and every bird 

8 Piſter flies 

I | Chru. Alas! am I the cauſe? 

1 Ag. Nor you nor I; elſe ſhould we periſh too: 

In midſt of ſickneſs we preſerve our health, 

Inf midſt of death we live: the guiltleſs "ſcape. 

M. my Chruſeis, ſome kind pow'r that faw | 

3 eſe wounds would break my heart, gave thee to heal 'em; 
pat when returning, driven by thoſe foes, 

om I was us'd to drive, embracing thus, 


ight forget my griefs: that what I loſe in glory 


11 
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Are bent on heaven, devoted to the gods; 


12 HEROIC LOVE 
Might be repaid in love. Should Troy eſcape, 

Should Argos too be loſt, my kingdoms all 

Laid waſt, and ſcepters wreited from my hand, 

Whilſt T can hold Chruſeis, I'm a gainer, 

Within theſe arms I am a conqueror (till. 

Why does my love not meet my. fierce embrace 

With wonted warmth? why drop thy ſnowy arms 

That us'd to claſp me round? Now by the gods ſhe weeps— 
What griefs are yet untold? thy gentle heart 

Beats at thy breaſt, like an impriſon'd bird, 

And thy ſwoln eyes, like clouds that paus'd a while, 


Tio faſter than before. 4 
Chru. Ah prince! | 1 
Ag. Out with it then, give me thy griefs, Chruſeis. J 
Chru, My father IT We: 
Ag. What of him? 1 III 
Chru. Is in your camp arriv'd —— 1 Pen 
Ag. He's welcome then. 7 The 
Fain would I ſce the man who gave thee life, | 1 | 


The parent of my joy——By Juno and by Pallas, 

Thoſe guardians of my arms, were Phoebus ſelf 

Arriv'd, whoſe miniſter he is, 

That glorious God, he were not half ſo welcome, 

Nor ſhould receive more honours from the king. 
Chru. Alas, he ſeeks not honours: all his thoughts 


Tho' in his hand he bears a golden ſcepter, 
Tho' on his reverend head a crown he wears, 
The marks of his high office; tho” to kings 
Equal in dignity, his humble mind 
Shuns worldly pomp —— 7 
Ag. So humble, and a * my 1 that's ſtrange. 
Chru. He comes not here, I know it by my fears, 3 
For honours, nor for wealth: for me he comes, 
To take me from your arms, and from your boſom, 
And bear me where I ne'er ſhall fee you more. 
Will Agamemnon let bim? 
Ag. What armies brings he with him in his train, 
That he ſhould think, here, in my very camp, 
To force my treaſure from me? 


HEROIC LOVE. : 13 

Chru. Legions of gods attend his pious call, 

hat ſhoot with ſhafts unſeen: and O! perhaps 

heſe deaths that have already ſtrew'd the plain 

Are owing to his prayers. 

Ag. —— Thy fears are needleſs; 

Wbat is there to offend him in our loves? 

That from a captive, you become a queen; 

That Agamemnon, king of mightieſt kings, 

| Is flave to his Chruſeis; that the man 

Whom princes ſerve, ſerves thee. 

A Cbru. Such honours might perhaps move other men, 

But oh! his rigid virtue, nice, ſevere, 

Z Allows to nature nothing. 
Ag. If honours he eontemns, we'll give him gold, 
Wealth he ſhall have enough to ranſom kings, 

| II empty all my treaſures at his feet: 

| Jr ear not my love, where pride and avarice reign, 

7 Theſe are ſure baits. — 

4 1 Enter dts; 

e L Tal. The great Achilles, 

With Neſtor, and the prince of Ithaca. 

ranch your royal tent. 

Ag. They ſent us word, that ſomewhat of import 

1 hey would reveal, that does concern us much, 

Our honour and our peace, and would reſtore 

Health to our ſoldiers, to our arms ſucceſs. 

Retire, my fair, nor vex thy gentle mind 

With needleſs doubts — Tho men and gods conſpire, 
11 hold thee faſt My life, my ſoul, farewell. 

F [He leads her to the door. Exit Chruſeis. 

1 Enter Achilles, Neſtor, and Ulyſſes. 

ge. IJ Ulyſ. Health to the king; nor can we wiſh him better 

| In camps where foul infections ſeize on all, 

And mix without diſtinction, baſe and noble. 

Ach. Atrides heeds not that, ſecure of love: 

I What the' the ſoldiers die, the princes murmur ; 

What tho Troy ſtand, ſo but Chruſeis ſmile ? 

The public griefs are general to all 

But thee; O happy Agamennon! 

Ag. The king of Myrmidons, of all mankind 
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Might have ſpar'd that reproach ; for tis well known, 
Brave as he is, oft when the trumpet ſounds, 
He'll loiter — — | 
For a parting kiſs from his Briſeis. 
Neſt. What cruel woes have women brought to Greece! 
For empire and for honour once we fought ; 
But the new mode is women Curſed ſex ! 
Of all our plagues, the worſt: nor will our camp 
Be free, whilſt there's one woman left. 
Ag. Old age may make us all thus Cynical, 
But Neſtor once was young, and then a woman 
After the tug of a hard fonghten field, 
Paſs'd for a bleſſing. — But to our buſineſs now; 
At your requeſt, Achilles, we are met: 
Firſt let us ſit - | 
[They fit. Agamemnon and Achilles in two chairs of ſtate 8 L 
at the upper end of the table: Neſtor and Ulyſſes on each 
ſide. 
——-— lf you have ought to urge 
Of public good; ought that can heal our wounds, 
And ftay the vengeance of offended Jove, 
Speak freely, princes, Agamemnon's heart 
Bleeds for his people: if the gods require 
His life, a ſacrifice to ſave the reſt, 
And to atone their wrath —— the king ſhall die. 
Neſt. Well have you vow'd, O king, and I rejoice 
To find ſuch piety O Jove confirm it! Riſes. 
Kings, above other mortals are requir'd 
To be obſervant to the pow'rs divine, 
Since on their actions, good or ill, depends 
The public peace — O gods! what crime are theſe ! 
Whoſe crime? | 
No private man's, ſince a whole nation ſuffers, 
No little fault, the vengeance is too great ; - 
And much I fear, whoe'er th” offender be, 
This criminal is obſtinate in guilt : | 
For, mark it well, theſe judgments by degrees 
Grew more, and greater daily: the diſeaſe 
Firſt on our cattle ſeiz'd : the generous horſe, 


That bore his rider ſafe thro' armed ranks, 


——— 
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napping in ſunder darts and ſpears; then fell 
WUnhurt, untouch'd. From beaſts it ſpread to men: 
rhe merry Greeks, as at their cups they ſit, 

Drop in the midſt of laughter.——As ſome huge tow'r 
ce! 9 At which men gaze, aſtoniſh'd at its ſtrength, 

1 If waters undermine, and ſprings unſeen 

Sap its foundation, unawares comes down, 

And covers with its ruins all the place: 

so look our ſtrong battalions, and fo fall 

1 9 Whole ranks at once, and the dead lie on heaps. 
FO Phoebus! ſtay thy hand that ſhoots unſeen; 


All peſtilence, all fevers are from thee, 

8 Theſe ſhafts are thine, reſtrain thy murd'ring wrath, 

» For pious Agamemnon, king of kings, 

Has vow'd to do thee juſtice, [He fits. Ulyſ. riſes. 


ſtate Vlyſ. Great are our ills ; too grievous to be born. 
each Had we a king leſs pious kings there are, 

3 Who, ſlaves to their own wills, regard not fame. 
What, tho” their people weep, their eyes are dry; 
B What tho? they ſtarve, their coffers till are full; 
Tho' heaven by ſureſt tokens of its wrath 
Give warning to repent, they mind not heav'n, 
But till go on, and own no gods but luſt. 

9 Such kings are hated here, deſpis'd hereafter; 
Their memories are curſt, the widows tears 

And orphans wrongs, reveng'd upon their iſſue, 
What glories then, O mighty Agamemnon! 
What honours here, what praiſe in after-times, 
What love of men, what favour of the gods, 
Will crown thy pious deeds, who looking down 
With aking heart on thy griev'd people's ſuff ring. 
Haſt vow'd to give whate'er the gods exact, 

Tho' dear as life, to ſtay their miſeries. 

3 Ag. Neſtor, in wiſdom neareſt to the gods, 
By long experience of three ages taught; 

3 | O were thy ftrength proportion'd to thy mind, 
Achilles would be weak, compar'd to thee ; 
Could but thy body, bending under years, 

Act thy high thoughts, Troy ſhould not ſtand a at ot 
And thou, Ulyſſes, prince of Ithaca, 9 
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Forward in fight, and fam'd for ſtratagem, 
Be witneſſes to men of what I ſwear. 

And thou, O Jove, the giver of all laws, 
And Phocbus too, who from thy orb above 
Art conſcious to what mortals do, or ſay ; 
O ſeas! O earth! and you impartial pow'rs 


Below, who judge and puniſh perjury, 
Bear an eternal record of my oath. 


If I have err'd, and not atone my crime, 


Whatever way the deities ordain, 

If I obey not, as at Aulis once, 
When to appcaſe Diana's cruel rage, 
My Iphigenia was led forth to bleed, 
Public diſhonour, and domeſtic ſtrife 


Be then my doom — if any other prince, 


Tho? Menclaus, Ajax, Diomede, 


Or, tho' laſt nam'd, the firſt of all the Greeks, 


Divine Achilles, honour'd as a God, 


Be author of theſe plagues, if thro' reſpect, 
Thro' favour, or thro? fear, I ſpare the guilty, 
On me, and mine, till light this heavy curſe. 

Ach. Then hear, Atrides, what the gods declare, 
What they require, and who's the guilty man ; 2 
[Starting up. — 


?Tis thou art this offender 
Ag. Ha! 


Ach. Nay, frown not, ſon of Atreus, for 'tis true: 
Frowns do not fright Achilles, but provoke. 


Apollo is th* offended God, and thou 


'The criminal. —— But not for vows forgot, 

Or hecatombs omitted; come theſe plagues, 

But for his prieſt, whoſe daughter's here detain'd 
Againſt his will. —--Chryſes -bimfelF 1 is come 
With his demands, as legate from high heaven, 


And holy Chalcas, who reads ev'ry page 


Thou the fomenter of eternal broils ; 
And this a plot to vex me. 


Neſt. What you have heard, Atrides, is moſt true, 5 by 


Of ſecret fate, and knows the hearts of gods, 
More plagues denounces, till ſhe be reſtor'd. 
Ag. Chryſes and Chalcas are two lying prieſts : : 


— 
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uch 1s the will of heaven: but grieve not, king. 
Je comes not empty- -handed to demand 
lis daughter back the prieſt a ranſom brings 
s might content 
Ag. The avarice of a prieſt. 
ere I old Neſtor, paſt the age of love, 
1 might fell mine I ſcorn his proffer d treaſure; 
y honour's now concern'd to keep my love, 
eſt the malicious world, that cenſures kings 
A re common men, ſhould ſay of Agamemnon, 
"A hat like a ſordid ſlave he chang'd for gold 
chat his ſoul held dear. 
Ac. But like a ſordid ſlave to luſts as vile; 
3 pu matter not to ſacrifice your fame, 
J brave the gods with violated oaths, 
bi o ſell your faith, your glory, and the lives 
1 millions, for a woman. 
Ag. Proud Myrmidon, provoke me not too far, 
on thy life no more 
f Ach. My life! who dares attempt i it; 
nm Ha! Who dares- — 
[ riſe, and laying their hands on their fwords and i in 
? | | a poſture of drawing, Neſtor and Ulyſſes interpoſe. 
2 * 2 A Take head, Achilles, and reſpect the king, 
o ſtrike at kings, repeat the giants crime, 
pr ſtrike at Jove. 
I Neſt. {to Ag.] You know his temper, choleric and fierce. 
I 1 voke him not, Atrides, *tis not well: N x | 
4 2 that ſhould ſhew th* example of good order, 
Mom all the princes and the kings of Greece 
1 ge choſen their leader — For ſhame, command yourſelf, 
g. Unconſcionable men! Muſt I of all the Greeks, 
l be robb'd of what the chance of war 
Ta made my prize? I, only I, debarr'd 
bat to every centinel's allow'd? 
Mai petty leader is there in the camp 
Mom I diſturb? When, when did I invade 
ber's pleaſures? — Neſtor, Ulyſſes, ſpeak, 
chou, Achilles, did I ever wrong 
of your rights? or with laſcivious rage 
B | 
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Force from your tents, your captives? princes, ſpeak, 
Why then theſe wrongs to me? 
Ulyſ. Not we, Atrides, but th' immortal gods —— 
Neſt. Can Agamemnon, that religious king, 
Who not deny'd his daughter to the gods, 
Refuſe a ſtranger, and a captive? | 
Ach. Leave, leave him to his fate, and let Troy ſtand, 
Whom heaven abandons, men in vain ſupport. 
What harm has Troy done us? nor came we here 
But for his ſake, ungrateful as he is. 
My troops I'll lead from this infectious air, 
And let him moulder here in plagues alone. | 
Ag. Go when thou wilt; in an unlucky hour 
Thou cam'ſt and may ill fate go with thee. 
Lead hence thy Myrmidons, to Phthia back, 
And plague ſome other country with thy pride: 
Or back to Lycomedes' daughters —— whence 
Ulyſſes forc'd thee hither, to fulfil 
The muſty prophecies of doating prieſts, 
That Troy, without thy aid, could not be conquer'd. 
There hide thee in thy woman's garb again, 
And with inhoſpitable luſt debauch 
Some new Deidamia. 


Ach. Had Mars himſelf ſaid this 


[ Lays his hand on his furl 3 
Ag. Keep 3 in thy rage: We know that thou canſt 12 


T am thy witneſs, who have ſeen thee pierce 
The Dardan ranks. — So would Therſites fight, 
Had he been dipt in Styx: or had lame Mulciber 
| Wrought him a coat of arms not to be pierc'd. 
What ſlave with an invulnerable ſkin, 

And with inpenetrable armour on, 

Would be a coward? 


Ach. Thus I reply —— this injury's thy laſt. 


[Draws ; Neſtor and Ulyſſes hold ig 4 


Ag. Not ſo, Achilles, there remains behind 
A greater yet —— Where are our guards ? 
Talthybius and Eurybates 

Neſt. Sheath, ſheath your ſword ——— 
The king ſhall make amends, 
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Enter Talthybius, Eurybates, and guard. 
Ulyf. You were too fierce; and ſo would you be mov'd 
ere your belov'd Briſeis threatned. 0 
Ach. Not all his guards ſhall fave him — 

[They hold bim, he ſtruggles. 

Ag. Hurt not, but keep that roaring lion in. 
nd thon, Falthybius, with our choiceſt troops 
Haſte to Achilles? tent and fetch Briſeis; 
ill all that dare reſiſt, tis my command. 


|. | [Exit Talthybius, 
6, Il let thee know, by what thyſelf ſhalt feel, 
5B V hat 'tis to part two lovers. 
5 Ach. [ Struggling.] Thou dar'ſt not 4 It — 
y the gods thou dar'ſt not. 
Ag. Thou turbulent invader of my lcve, 
e this thy puniſhment, and learn from hence 
o to reſpect ſuperior majeſty. 
Mo let him looſe, to ſave [To the guards, 
1 lis miſtreſs if he can. 
8 Ach. Love calls me hence ere I can take thy life; 
ut my next labour my revenge ſhall be, 5 
Fremble, Atrides, that my hands are free. [Exit Achilles. 
[ Ulyſ. Oh gods! what joy to Priam will this bring, 
1 bat grief to the Achacans! 
Neſt. O Agamemnon! this double violence —— 
Ag. I gueſs your meaning, Neſtor, but intend 
3 Por love, nor violence, to fair Briſeis; 
Mntouch'd, with all reſpect ſhe ſhall remain 
ill I have bumbled this 8 Mytmidoas 
a ut O Chruſeis ! 
e, piety, and honour pull at once 
| ſeveral ways ——— nor know I which to follow, 
Jove! aſſiſt me in this doubtful Nrife, 
4 pd if thou doom'ſt my love, condemn my life. {[Exeunt, 
Hold 1 on 


1 Tie end of the firſt act. 
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aK T MENTTY 


ACHILLES and PATROCLUS. 


ACHILLES. 


I LL hear no more, 

The faithful dog flies at the robber's throat 

That would break in, to force his maſter's treaſure , 

But dogs are watchful ſervants, true to truſt, 

Men are the firſt to prey upon their lords ; 

In danger they forſake us, ſhifting (till 

From ſide to fide, as they can mend their bargains ;' 

Are theſe, are theſe thoſe daring Myrmidons 

That threaten Hector with their valiant boaſts, 

And could they ſtand ſpectators of my wrongs? 

With arms a-croſs, behold my rifled tent, 

Nor with drawn ſwords, and lifced ſpears ruſh in 

To kill the raviſhers 
Pat. What could ſuch a handful "7 
Ach. They ſhould have dy'd, if not enough to conquer. M 

Each ſtanding in his rank, with ſhield to ſhield, 3 

Have made a wall, and barr'd the paſſage up. 

Briſcis, O Briſeis ! art thou loſt, 

And do I live? and art thou raviſh'd from me, 

And art thou unreveng'd ? O had'ſt thou dy'd ! 

Had we been ſunder'd by the common courſe 

Of mortal things, neceſſity and fate, 

1! Th' inevitable doom of wilful gods, 

10000 Had made theſe griefs leſs painful had'ſt thou been falſe. 

[| But thou wert true, our loves were in the ſpring, 

10 And yet we part: a human pow'r divides us, 

| ll | A man leſs worthy than myſelf has forc'd thee, 

WI And I muſt tamely bear it. 

Wil Pat. The gods are ſparing ev'n to thoſe they love, 

If And ſtint their bounties to the beſt of men : 


— 


| A man, and never croſs'd, would be a God. 

; | | Ach. They ſhould have form'd my nature then to bean 
11:88 They ſhould have made me a tame patient fool, 

If they had meant to exerciſe my patience: 
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4 - M "ES ages caſt me in a fiery mould, 

Me ſvrong impatient, furious for revenge. 

hy thould they tempt us, where our virtue fails? 

hy do they give us frailties, yet expect 

hat we ſhould act, as free from any weakneſs ? 
nature muſt reſiſt to all attacks, 

Iny is not nature fortify'd alike 

= cv'ry part? why are we fram'd brittle, 

we mult never break? © had they try'd my courage 
AX 1 ad Jove commanded more than Juno bid 

3 Ihe ſtronge Alcides, he had found me proof: 

1 | bt patience is the virtue of a beaſt 

hat trots beneath his burthen and is quiet: 
man's above it, and I ſcorn my load, 

ZW hich I'll ſhake off, or periſh. 

pat. Oh love! thou bane of the moſt generous ſouls! 
"8 hou 'doubtful pleaſure ! and thou certain pain! 
Phat magic's thine that melts the hardeſt hearts? 

4 hat fools the wiſeſt minds? what art is this 

hat on ſo long experience of all ages, 

WM known, ſo try'd a traitor ſhould be truſted ? 

9 Ach. Now by th' immortal gods, this rape has pleas'd her; 
= le willing went, delighted with the change: 

1 0 ! ſhe could never from her heart forgive 

y rage at ſack'd Lyrneſſus; when mounting up 
he mighty wall, thro' darts, and ſtones, and ſpears, 
fll'd the ſtreets with ſlaughter of her friends: 
er ſeven brothers, at her feet lay dead, 

4 de only *ſcap'd, her wond'rous beauty ſav'd her, 

Y nd im the midſt of fury made me tame. 

cp, ſleep ye ghoſts, lie quiet in your graves, 

| iſeis has reveng'd your bloody deaths, 

l ſhe has thruſt a dagger in my heart, 

feel the poiſon'd point, here, here it ſticks; 
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tears, it burns, and J ſhall ſleep no more. 

| Pat. Suppoſe her falſe: and count this mighty loſs, 
5 bear woman! and a woman you've enjoy'd! 


ompoſe yourſelf, nor let the great Achilles 
> thus diſturb'd about a trifle. 
Ach. And art thou falſe, Briſeis; art thou falſe ? 
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Was then thy tenderneſs thro' fear, not love? 
And didſt thou, like a ſerpent, twine about me | 
Only to ſting? and does this parting pleaſe? 
Oh how ſhe claſps Atrides in her arms! 
So ſhe hugg'd me, ayd with her darting kiſſes 
Met me half way, as now ſhe meets his lips. 
How cloſe ſhe clings ! and how with rapture melts ! 
Achilles is forgot or if remember'd, 
'Tis but to curſe me for her ſlaughter'd brothers. 
Pat. If ſhe is falſe, ſhe is not worth this care: 
| If ſhe is true, her virtue will ſecure her. 
| Ach. No — ſhe is true — by all the gods ſhe loves me: 
er vows were juſt, her tenderneſs ſincere: 
There could be no deceit in ſuch embraces. 
The joys lhe felt were mighty as my own, 
| I faw it in her eyes, that dy'd away, 
| J felt it in her arms, that claſpt me cloſe, 
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And in the eagerneſs of every kiſs, 

Love could not be diſſembled in thoſe moments. 
But what's her love, her virtue, or her truth ? 
The raviſher has caught her, ſhe muſt yield: 
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| | | | O how that image ſtings! Now, now he drags her, 
| | * His luſtful arm, ſtrong twiſted in her hair, 
| | 1 | In his right hand, with his drawn ſword he threatens; 
| | N Sce ! ſhe reſiſts —— and with her tender nails 

00 She tears his cheeks, and ſtruggles out of breath; 
Aae On heaven ſhe calls, on her Achilles calls, 


N Help! help! ſhe cries, I can reſiſt no longer, 
1 The raviſher's too ſtrong, and innocence 
Too weak for luſt Help! help! Achilles, help! 
| | Arm, arm, Patroclus, let our ſquadrons move, 
10 Draw ev'ry ſword to fave my raviſh'd love; 
| | it Nor leave the ſlaughter till the tyrant lies 
| Struck to the ground, and cut to pieces dies. CExeunt. 
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SCENE H. 


Ui cam xrvon, NesToR, Urrsszs, TaTTRTEIve 
whiſpering the king. 


Ag. 'Tis well, Talthybius be it your care 3 
yo ſe all fitting honours paid; we would 
1 em juſt, not terrible: and tho? our heart , 
e ſhut to any other love, the ſex | 
Wommands reſpect. Neſtor, king of Pyle, 
bat ſays the holy man? [Exit Talthybius. 
Neſt. He'll not be mov'd. 
Ag. But did you preſs him with your utmoſt art, 
With all that force of famous eloquence 
sT have heard you when the ſquadrons fly, 
1 top armies in a rout; make cowards turn 
« nd run on certain death? 
3 E Neſt. All that was fit, I ſaid. 
Ag. And did you tell him of my wondrous love, 
3 ow much I grieve but at this name of parting? 
VM hat I'd to Argos ſend her crown'd my queen, 
3 that ſhe ſhould reign in Clytemneſira's ſtead, 
1 Fhat I would give him all the wealth of Greece, 
4 mpty my coffers, ranſack kingdoms for him 
| Ne. [aſide.} Half the price might purchaſe the whole ſex. 
Ag. And did you weep, my Neſtor, could you weep 
3 Wor fad Atrides? down thy reverend cheeks 
3 Flow'd the round drops? did you add tears to words? 
Neſt. I wept indeed — — 
[4fide.) For a new Helen born. 
What brings more woes to Greece. 
Ag. Inhuman prieſt! why have the gods ſuch ſervatite? 
ye gods are merciful but prieſts are bloody, 
zeviſh, bard-hearted, poſitive and proud; 
urſt obſtinate old man 
[Apart to Ulyſles J 
| word, Ulyſſes — Saw you Chruſdis ; 
Ulyf. 1 did as you commanded, and inform'd her 
f this hard decree—— I would I had not. 
B 4 | 
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Burn, burn, ſaid he, proud city, Ilium fall, 
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Ag. Thou art a judge of tenderneſs, Ulyſſes, 
The fair Penelope, whom thou haſt left, | 
Oft gives thee waking thoughts Oh ! if to part, 
Tho” but to meet again, be ſuch a pain, 
What is't to part for ever? 
How bore ſhe the ſurpriling ſentence ? 
Ulyſ. At firſt ſhe wept; and as we ſee the ſun 
Shine thro' a ſhower, ſo look'd her beauteous eyes 
Caſting forth light and tears together. 
Ag. You told it not as a thing fixt and certain. 
Ulyſ. Not wholly fixt, but ſcarce to be avoide_, 
To tears ſucceeded rage, like claps of thunder, 
And then a calm I left her in a ſwoon. 
Ag. Oh my torn heart! 
Enter Chruſeis. 
Chru. And muſt we part? Atrides, muſt we part? 
And do you fay it? has your tongue pronounc'd 
The ſentence of my death ? have you conſented ? 
Oh Agamemnon! all my fears were true, 
My hopes were falſe, built on your faithleſs vows; 
Tis ſcarce an hour, ſince with your lips to mine, 
Preſſing my body in your eager arms, 
You ſwore, and call'd down ev'ry God to witneſs 
That nothing ever ſhould divide our loves ; 
And the next news, is, that we part for ever. 
Ag. What will the fates do with me! [dreamt, MM 
Chru. The Greeks, the Greeks will have it; Chalcas has Bb 
Neſtor has made a ſpeech, Achilles frown'd, 7 
And mighty Agamemnon muit obey ! 
Has then this leader of the world in arms 
No will, no reaſon of his own? muſt he, 
Who governs all, by every one be govern'd? 
Had Paris thus, Paris, who was no king, 
No general, of no authority, 
Had he for a few threats reſign'd his Helen, 
Troy had been freed from danger: Priam wept, 
Caſſandra propheſy'd, and Hector rag'd: 
The people cry'd aloud to give her back, 
The furious Greeks with fire and ſword demand her. 
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b ther, brothers, country ; periſh all; 
tan ve Helen mine, my love be mine. 
s Paris then more love than Agamemnon, 
More courage to look danger in the face, 
1 leſs charms, to make my lover bold? 
Wo, [Agamemnon ſtands ſilent, ſeeming in great diſtrattion of 
"A | thought, and looking ſometimes ſtedfaſtly upon her. 
RE Neſt. Were Agamemnon but a private man 

8 might he love; and to a woman's arms 
ms ign all other care: tho that be weakneſs. 
for a king, who has the charge of nations, 

[i truſted with the glory of his people, 
* many kings, confederates in his quarrel, 
"MW e Vengeance of the gods 
chru. Why ſhould the gods be angry at our loves? 
eave no huſband, no pollution bring, | 
Im no Helen. 
We, [Ulyſ. The gods are abſolute; whate'er they will 
"Kit be obey'd. Nor ought we aſk the cauſe. 

8 > how he ſtands diſtracted with his thoughts, 
is way, and that way, moving in his mind; 
4 ! let him take the path that honour leads, 
A ] veil thoſe eyes that break his heart with doubts, 
3 Mhru. My glory is offended at his doubts, 
"Nor ſhall the man who had my leave to love, 
axe me till I pleaſe, Try all your arts, 
t, plot, Ulyſſes; and thou Neſtor, tempt him 
Mich all the ſtrength of pow'rtul eloquence ; 

"Jain Greeks and heaven, ambition, piety, 
Mee the gods tugging at the chain of Jove, 

in oppoſe my eyes, and 2288 him back. 
Ag. Oh Chruſeis! 
Ulyſ. Had Iphigenia been thus A 
fleet at Aulis might have anchor'd till, 
B | ſhe came forth a victim to the gods, 
chearfully obey'd their cruel call: 
| F aſſcmbly wept ; ſhe only, ſhe look'd glad, 
b offer'd to the knife her willing throat 
Have her father. Can a miſtreſs be 
þ kind and tender than a daughter? 
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64 Chru. O that the gods commanded but my death. Ag 
11/18 How gladly would I die! to die and part ore 
I: ij Is a Icfs evil —— but to part and live 3 Ne 
Wy. | There, there's the torment — change, ye gods, my doom an 
WH Take, take my life t'atone your bloody wrath ; Mag 
MT! | Come, lead me to the altar, let me bleed; "Wo 
11:11 | Is there a ſingle drop within theſe veins, at 
It | | Ts there a limb that I would leave unmangled, un 
Il 8 | | To give my deareſt Agamemnon joy? Th ; 
| 1 [Agamemnon takes her in his arms, 1 
| I | Ag. Live, live, Chruſeis live immortal — thus t 
Ii; 5 And thus embrac'd, and be of life as ſure tr 
Il! i As it is ſure that we will never part. iy 
I i | Net. [Apart to Ulyſ.] This Helen in our camp for 
100 | | Is worſe than her at Troy. — O why have women beauty. * 
iſ | But as the Sirens voice? To ruin Þ g. 
10 | All they meet. ſawhile, Tic: 
[ 10 Ulyſ. [To Neſtor.] Let 'em alone to pleaſe chemſelves w 
| ö | I have a plot ſhall ſunder *em, when moſt be 
R% They think themſelves ſecure. ck 
| | Wt Chru. My dear Atrides, may I truſt your love? as fa 
THEE EE Tell me, my king, whilſt thus around thy neck Eb: 
I throw my arms, and preſs thee to my boſom, MI Ca 
Will you forſake me? eve 
Ag. Empire and victory, be all forſaken, a | 
All but Chruſeis. — Yes, ye partial pow'rs! Wat 
To plagues add poverty, diſgrace, and ſhame; m 
Strip me of all my dignities and crowns, Wes | 
Not one of all your curſes will be felt lor 
Whilſt I can keep this bleſſing. Take, Oh! take W 1c 
Your ſcepters back, and give em to my foes; den 
Sive me but life, and love, and my Chruſeis, th! 
»Tis all I aſk of heaven. on 
Neſt. Think of your oath, Atrides, how you ſwore-—— Men 
Chru. Yes, he has ſworn ; be witneſs heaven and earth, as pie 
Be witneſs ſun and moon, and ev'ry ſtar, ca 
Be witneſs all ye gods, that he has ſworn: g. 
Is there an hour, either of nigbt or day, his 
Free from ſome oath of everlaſting love? leſt 
Think, think on that, Atrides. 
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Ag. Since perjur'd either way, I'll chooſe the beſt; 
Joroke all oaths, but what I made to thee. 
et. Then farewel Troy — 'tis better failing back 
I an ſtay conſuming here with plagues. | 
lb Ag. And ſo we will; to-night we will embark : 
u in your anchors, "halls up every fail: 
4 * at is this town, that I ſhould loſe one hour 
cniling love to win it? O Chruſeis! 
dender truth has mov'd my ſoul ſo much, 
arms. Ill be deaf to every call but thine, 
"Beit: your care, Ulyſſes, to diſpoſe 

troops to march. 
9 lyſ. FI carry no ſuch orders. 
NS would they pay obedience if I ſhould; 
E love your honour better. 
Ag. So many valiant Trojans as have dy'd 
C fertile fields, for nine years ſpace with ſlaughter, 
made the ſwift Scamander run with blood, 
Menelaus, who in ſingle fight 
3 ck to the ground this raviſher for dead, 
| W fatisfy'd our vengeance, and our honour. 
4 thru. Atrides, no. Your glory muſt be mine, 
Nov can you thus retreat without diſgrace, 
eve me, prince, who lightly weigh their fame 
Mal ke but ill lovers: honour's the ſtrongeſt tie, 
1 chain once broke, there's nothing left to bind. 
be my pride, that the firſt man on earth 
es me: Oh Agamemnon keep that name! 

e Plorious ſtill ſend for my cruel father, 
1 love may teach thee eloquence to move him. 
BE cnvcr that Chruſcis is at ſtake, 
Ne think it mean to kneel, to beg, to weep; 
] N onſtant in this trial of thy love, 
ore. I may be next: fate in each other's hand 
| earth, I | 8 plac'd a mighty truſt : be true to thine, 
/ by care be love: and glory ſhall be mine. [Exit Chruſeis. 
IDs. By Mars, her father's ſpirit mov'd her tongue, 
his prophetic fury ſhook her ſoul. 
1 leſt. Right woman ſtill —— 
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af HER OIC LOVE. 


Then fouleſt, when moſt niceneſs they pretend; 
They'll talk of honour, whi'ſt they're acting ſhame. zz 
Ulyſ. She brought theſe plagues, yet counſels you to ſtay A 2 
Can this be love? WO Ag. 
Ag. Now by the gods ſhe loves me; peace, blaſphemers ll > v 
Conceptions may, like oracles, be dark 4 
To human ſearch, till by events explain'd. 
Oh! I have faith for every word ſhe ſpeaks, 
And when I leave her, may the furies ſeize me. 
Enter Chalcas. 
Chal. Hear, Agamemnon, all ye princes hear. 
Thus to the gods, in ſacred ſynod met, 
Has Jove pronounc'd let not one god be ſeen 
Henceforth to help the Greeks: our ſelf to-day 
Will lead the Trojans on to vengeful fight: 
Juno and Pallas, and the friends of Greece 
In vain implore: but children ſtand aloof, 
Nor dare reply. Yet ere the doom be ſeal'd. 
Or writ by fate irrevocable down, 
If poſlible, atone this wrath of heaven, 
Appeaſe the gods, and ſend Chruſeis back, 
The cauſe, the curſed cauſe of all our plagues, 
Ag. Prophet, be dumb. 
J read thy purpoſe, and I know thee well, 
Thy fatal voice ne'er boded good to me: 
Brib'd by Achilles (till with popular lies, 
Deviſing prophecies to croſs my will. 
Think not that I forget, ſeditious prieſt, 
Twas thy curſt tongue pronounc'd my daughter's death: 
The gods are juſt, and merciful, and mild, 2H 
Nor make ſuch harſh demands. *Twas prieſt-craft all. 
Chal. From heav'n theſe warnings come O hear me, no | 
Be yet adviz'd —— 9 
Ag. Not fate's more fix d: whate'er the gods have rurpos d. 
My purpoſe is immutable as theirs. 
Nor think me raſh, or obſtinate in this; 
Debated and deliberate's my reſolve, 
Whatever eloquence can urge or frame, 
T have fore-thought : and ſhall I part with love, 
More precious than my life, to ſave my life? 
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hat fool would barter bleſſings for a curſe 2 
lite, without Chruſeis, is 5 worſt 

3 at fate can find. 
ſtay; 1 hal. But millions are concern'd. 

2. And can they better die than for Chruſeis? 
emers e world's a worthleſs ſacrifice for ber | 


1 
* 1 1 
* 


'» re worth than thouſand worlds. Let Chaos come, 
F fuſion ſcize on all, whene'er we part; 
reit, ambition, piety, renown, 
and reaſon, I have weigh'd 'em all, 
o © how light! when love is in the ſcale. 
Chal. If love with ev'ry breath can drive it thus, 
more let glory lodge in human breaſt. 
F g. The gods that with unnumber'd eyes look down 
m their high firmament, all ſtuck with lights, 
_ $6 nothing half ſo glorious or ſo bright. 
1 ry, that common miſtreſs of mankind, 
A Warted by all, but by ſo few poſſeſs d, 
„ which ſo many rivals hourly fall, 
„ I ſaw, was tempted, and enjoy'd. 
love has led me to new realms of bliſs, 
3 Pere pleaſures bloſſom with eternal ſpring, 
3 Prwents made immortal by deſire, 
joys flow in on joys, and rapture ſtreams: 
E other ſweets are viſionary bliſs, 
Nas but love ſubſtantial exſtaſy. 
F eſt. Oh! that a face ſhould thus confound our reaſon ? 
his is mere wildneſs, phrenzy, raving — 
Yratics talk better ſenſe. — If this be love, 


.- 


ath 2 Wy then, to love, is to be mad, ſtark mad. 

4 Chal. Not for thyſelf, for thou ſcem'(t pleas'd with ruin; 
Il. F W for the lives and honours of all Greece 
e, king I implore — Neſtor, Ulyſles, join, 


Mrcat him all. — 

9 Y cp, princes, for your glories are at ſtake ; 

3 8 all ye ſoldiers, for your lives condemn'd; 
it, melt this ſtubborn king -— Oh Amd 
I T | hes I kneel, thus hanging on thy robe, 

I o never wept or knelt but to the gods; 


W pity and let piety prevail: 


So 
— 


Chru. I fear'd th' advantage that my abſence gave, 
Forgive my doubts that bring me back again. 
By gods abandon'd, and mankind purſu'd; 
| + All, all are foes to your Chruſeis now, 
| Nothing but love pleads for me. 
[| Ag. And love's enough: what argument fo ſtrong? 


„ 
N 
— 60 lj Behold in me, their repreſentative, | 
ii "lt The gods of Greece all proſtrate at thy feet, 
„ To ſave their altars, that ere * are doom'd 
bl | | A prey to Trojan rage. 
„ Ulyſ. Not for myſelf, or that I fear to Be, 
Hill it Would I avert theſe fates ——— 
fil 11 Ag. Gods! 'tis too much: why am I hunted thus? 
„ Let looſe my robe 
ll "rh O love! how hard a fate is thine! 
0 Ul Obtain'd with trouble, and with pain preſery'd, 
e Never at reſt. 
| . | | Chruſcis appearing. 
ii! | iſ Haſte to my reſcue, my Chruſeis, come, 
lil j 4 O hide me from theſe tyrants, in thy arms, 
11/1 08 Thou only bring'ſt me peace. 
Ill it Chal. She only brings you ruin, 
614 if Neſt. Infamy. 
li [| ll Ulyſ. Inevitable fate. 
1 
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Abſent and preſent, thou art ſtill the ſame, 

| My faith's the ſame. What tho' the hunter flies, 
{if The ſtrucken ſtag bleeds on! 
Th” impreſſion that thou leav'ſt upon my ſoul 
| Lies there ſo deep, ſo lively, and fo full, 

| That memory recalls no other thought 

| But only love: and only love of thee. 

[ Chal. Chryſes will have a better anſwer 
Heb Ag. No other will I give — ſo tell him, prophet: 

O there is wond'rous eloquence in eyes! : 
| Let him complain, and arm all heav'n againſt me: 

bt Yet ſtay —-our ſelf will hear what he demands. 

| Fain would I reconcile my love and fame; 

Judge me, ye pow'rs! I would be juſtify'd 

In all 1 do but come what will 
Gods, ye may make us periih ; but not part. 
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4 HEROIC LE Oy 23 
I 'G ve me thy hand. 

o' the winds beat, and loud the billows roar, 

in ſtands the rock, unſhaken from the ſhoar: 

ainſt my love, tho? heaven and earth combine, 

will I cleave to thee, for ever thine. 


The end of the ſecond aft. 


crm. SCENE I. 
5 1 n er from one ſide of the theatre AGamEMNnon, attend- 


ed: from the other, e attended by a proceſſion 
of prieſts. 


AG AMEMN O. 


RT thou that holy man, ſo near the gods, 
> Admitted to their ſynods, to incline 
} Y heir hearts to men, to repreſent our griefs, J 
Xx d move redreſs for the afflicted world, 
Y et art thyſelf, obdurate to our prayers. 
C n'ſt with dry eyes behold a monarch weep, 
4 pd preaching mercy, yet thyſelf have none? 
cChry. Art thou that king, renown'd for pious deeds, 
I Y no from far Argos, to the Dardan coaſt | 
9 7 ks led ſo many kings to puniſh rapes, 
Et art thyſelf, a raviſher? 
Is. Thy daughter was a captive of the war, 
My liberal ftars made me the precious pift : 
thy right is loſt; by conqueſt ſhe is mine. 
Cury. Then as a captive, I demand her back, 
Rying her ranſom, which by right of war 
1 Yone can refuſe. 

4 Ag. Keep, keep thy ſordid pelf, 

Kue gleanings of thy trade by holy taxes: 
ould that bright god, whoſe miniſter thou art, 
9 1 Fho in his ſpacious round, from pole to pole, 
9 rveys the hidden treaſures of the deep, 
| *h then lifting up bis prying eyes to land, 
W tarches the ſecret bowels of the earth, Bb 
4 | ſhould he bid me for my lov'd Chruſeis ; 

Ul that his eye bcholds, his beams create 23 
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In that vaſt circle of the girded globe, 
By Mars, it were too little — prieſt, I tell thee 
She is above all ranſom, | 
Chr. Then ranſomleſs reſtore her. 
Ag. Ungrateful man, are theſe, are theſe my thanks? 
When by the right of war 1 might have ſold, 
As others did, thy daughter for a ſlave, 
A houſhold-drudge to ſome far diſtant land, 
I kept her for myſelf, to be my queen, 
To raiſe her, as in beauty, in degree 
Superior to all others of her ſex: 
What would thy pride have more? 
Chr. Conſent is free. 
I tell thee, king, thou ſhalt not force her from me. 
Ag. Have I us'd force? what have I left unſaid ? 
What have I left unbid to tempt thy pride; 
Or glut thy ſacerdotal avarice? 
Will pow'r and riches, bend thy ſtubborn foul! 
Take Argos, and Mycene, all I have 
Will pray'rs and tears prevail ? behold me weep. 
Will adoration touch thee? ſee me kneel 
Thus proſtrate at thy feet, as to the gods. 
Chr. Were Clytemneſtra dead 
Ag. Were Clytemneſtra dead! her doom is ſeal'd: 
Yes, ſhe ſhall die, ſhe has deſerv'd it long. 
Whilſt I purſue my brother's wrongs at Troy. 
My brother's fate has caught me: 
Whilſt I beſiege a vile adulterer here 
Adultery is got to my own bed. 
Chr. How fatal ſtill to thee, and to thy bloot, 
Has beauty ever been! Ærope firſt 
With fouleſt inceſt ſtain'd thy father's bed; 
Thence follow'd rapin, and avenging wars, 
Murders, at which th? aſtoniſh'd fun went back, 
And turn'd aſide, and veil'd his head in clouds. 
Thy brother was the next; and thou the third; 
Heirs of adultery : from fire to ſon, | | 
Pollution, like inheritance, deſcends 
On thy whole race; nor wilt thou yet be warn'd. 
Curſe, curſe the ſex; hate women, and be wiſe. 
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KFELOIC LOVE 


Ag. Chruſeis is a ſtar, without a ſpot; 

ith all her ſex's charms, without their faults, 
hough there are ſeas that rocks and quickſands hide, 
d with impetuous rage toſs every bark, 

e there not ſtreams that we may ſafely truſt ? 

o' from each ſoil ſpring forth the deadlieſt roots, 
= Ar there not fragrant flow'rs and wholſom plants? 
oy Chr. I came not here to argue, but demand, 

1 N Ir am I to be mov'd. 

9 Ps: Nor I, proud prieſt. | 
08! give me patience, heav'n! 'tis well, 'tis well 
0 2 is thy daughter, or thy life | 
old pay thy arrogance, —- Hence hence, be gone, 
Wt I recal my mercy — if again | 
ourt ſcen returning to my camp, thou dy'ſt, 
cher thy office. nor thy gods ſhall ſave thee. 


= 

Wo 
7 
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hr. Hear me, Apollo! with thy ſilver bow 
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* ot theſe proud Greeks, and double all their plagues, 
% thou, O Jove, when their battalions face 

e Trojan hoſts, prepar'd to join the battel, 

: & 1 light'ning and with thunder ſinge their ranks, 
1 ve em before their foes; burn, burn their ſhips, 
| N let a man be ſeen returning back 

1 tell the news in Argos. 

8 bo: My mortals are a match for thy beſt gods. 
ce has ſtrong Diomed, in ſingle fight, 

p'd in immortal Nichor his huge ſpear, 

An | griv'n the god of combat from the field. 

4 re thy worſt, inſulting prophet. 

yr. The curſe of curſes; may domeſtic broils 
1 Er forſake thy houſe! may that lewd couple 

* no pollute thy bed, contrive thy death, 

ARE periſh by the hands that moſt have wrong'd thee! 
, may thy ſon Oreſtes, to revenge 

fate, murther his mother, then run mad, 
rries haunted. And as thou haſt rubb'd 

MED daughter, ſo may thine be forc'd 
ome land unknown to ſerve a prieſt. 

= the gods that this may be the fate 

| C 
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Of thee and thine: and ſo I leave thee to it. 
| (Exit Chryſes, and prieſts. 
Ag. Come all theſe plagues — yet truſt me I am mov'd, 
And ſomewhat whiſpers to my ſoul —- thus it thall be. 
Ihe prophet's voice is but the voice of fate, 
Thus periſh Agamemnon and his race. 
My children too! in what have they offended? 
From ſon to ſon ſhall vengeances deſcend, 
Guilty and innocent alike involv'd! 
Can this be jutitice, gods? why am I curſt 
Eut for my father's crimes? Thyeſtes? inceſt; 
Thy blaſphemies, oh Atreus! cry aloud 
For judgment ſtill, and bloody expiation. 
Command our prieſts do preſent ſacrifice ; 
By praycrs the gods are mov'd. 
Forward Eury bates. [Exit Agamemnon and train 
Remain Neſtor and Ulyſſes. 
Neſt. *Tis better be a dog, than be a man; 
Inſtinct of nature is the aly's guide 
Uncrring. Vain light of reaſon! Ah how frail! 
How hard to be kept in by ſteadieſt bearers, 
Put out by every accidental breath 
That paſſion blows! I ſay again, Ulyſles, 
What fool would be a man, who had the choice 
Of his own being? the beit, moſt perfect, 
Are lo allay'd; the good ſo mix'd with bad; 
Like counterfeited coin of mingled metal, 
The noble part's not currant for the baſe. 
Ulyſ. What pity 'tis, a man ſo brave, fo juſt, 
Bate but this failing, this one fault of love; 
A man reſembling more the gods than men, 
Should ſo be loſt. — 
Neſt. What hinders us to looſe 
The fury of the ſoldiers on this woman? 
Why tear they not this auth'reſs of their woes 
Piecemeal, and hew th* enchantreſs limb from limb? 
Ulyſ. There Neſtor, there's the wonder: as at Troy. 
When Helen paſſes thro” the crouded ſtreets, 
Who curs'd her out of ſight, ſtraight bleſs aloud 
And cry, ſhe's worth the war; who would not fight, 
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= FF 1ough ſure to die, to ſerve ſuch wond'rous beauty? 
teſts. 3 when the fair Chruſeis comes in view, 

od, er beauty reconciles the moſt enrag'd ; 

The ſick, who know they periſh for her ſake, 

© rawl from their tents to gaze upon her face, 

1 And looking on her, feel returns of ſtrength. 

80 Pers and captains throng in crouds about her, 

nd with loud cries, approve their general's love, 
nd with one voice conſent to their own ruin. 

@ loſe the ſight of her, ſeems what they fear 

pre than che loſs of life or victory. 

bus deſperate are our ills. 


t we will yet retrieve him 
human wit or artifice can find 

remedy, ſpite of himſclf he ſhall be ſafe. 

Pes. Vain boaſter of thy wit! O flatterer! 

There i in art, a remedy for love? 

love thus obſtinate! 

b Neſtor, there is. 

His mſelf has furniſh'd us the means, the ground 

W bereon to build — — tis jealouſy ſhall do't. 

arrival of Briſeis ſhall effect it; | 

n with this little ſpark I'll light a flame 

all purge our air of all this love- infection. 

a Wy have I urg'd our fair deſtroyer, 

f nd vext her mind with ſharp anxieties: 

I'Teft her pond'ring, doubtful, and perplext, 

| , ſee, ſhe comes —— how thoughtful! 

us retire — — when this has work'd, 

The doſe ſhall be repeated. 

: N eſt. I gueſs which way thou driv'ſt: ſucceed it, gods ! 
our - laſt throw of fortune. [Exeurt. 
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CHRUSEI1IS, ARTEMIS, 


® ru. SAID you fo hot and paſſionate ? 
rt. Worle, madam, worſe than I can tell you. 
And ſo they parted! 


C4 
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Art. On ſuch ill terms, better they'd never met. 
Chru. Then farewel all my hopes; and all * joys 
Of love for ever —— ah! farewel - 
N Love, what is love? State me that queſtion right, 
10 | Let me conſider —— is it to quench deſire, 
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140 But to the purpoſe 
Wil, 

11 


| fl Wh To follow nature roving after ſenſe ? 
| 9 1 "i This is ſelf-love, unquiet to poſſeſs . 
| „ | For its own eaſe; the brutal love of beaſts, -' ＋ 
| 1 Then what is love? Stay —— let me think again. 6 
0 Is it to fix our wiſhes on one object? 
11 i | Pleas'd only when the thing we love is pleas d; 
0 me | Partaking of its ſorrows, ſeeking its good, 
i | 0 Deſirous more to give than to receive; 
10% Willing to part with all, with fortune, life; 
0 | 1 HChooſing all miſeries, ſatisfy'd, rejoic d 
[itt | | With any ruin that's the means of ſafety 
Wil! To the man belov'd — Ay — this 1s love, 
| if 1 True love, Heroic love: 
0 Say, Artemis, think'ſt thou no woman yet 
I 0 Lov'd thus? 
| Wl Art. None, madam — that I e'er heard of. | 
il | Chru. I tell thee then, there will be one ere night, 
WM Thanks to your kindneſs, gods — but that's a ſecret. 
WE Why, why am I pick'd out to be the firſt? 
| 1 The firſt — perhaps, and laſt — the cuſtom is, 
Will! From man to man to wander with our wiſhes, 
lj | Meeting and parting, as it ſeems convenient : 
10% | Theſe are call'd happy; theſe enjoy the goods 
It lf Of life and fortune; all the world's their own ; 
1 lid Pleaſure's their mate; their hearts are ſtill at caſe. 
| 10 But have theſe virtue? no. — Is virtue then 
„ Given to make us wretched? ah! ſad portion, 0 
| il Fatal to all that have thee ! ſhunn'd on earth, s 
| | | i Depreſs'd, and ſhown but in ſevereſt trials, r 
| lh | i Condemn'd to ſolitude, then ſhining moſt 4 
| | | iſh When black obſcurity ſurrounds poor, poor, rd 
I | Mil But ever beautiful. love 
It | i Art. Your thoughts are much diſturb'd ; you think too muc ſle<pe 
ll! 10 Chru. Could I not think, I were moſt happy. Rs 
| | j 
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omething I muſt reſolve, quickly reſolve, 

Por fate comes on apace, and treads us near. 

A Fo ſtay, is to undo the man I love ; ; 

8 ball I, ſhall I do that? 

4 Art. Ulyſſes, madam. 

Ulyſles entering. 

9 Chru. Ha! thou haſt rous'd a thought ! no; is impoſlible : 
To doubt's an injury; to ſuſpect a friend 

Is breach of friendſhip : jealouſy's a ſced 

; i but in vicious minds: prone to miſtruſt, 

0 I'll think no more on't. 


3 bc ok up, look on my face, erect and bold, 

That humble cringe, and that malicious ſmile, 

| Thoſe downcaſt eyes betray a treacherous ſoul : 
tell thee, Greek, thou haſt a lying look. 

My love's above thy malice. 

7 UlyC. Far be all malice from my honeſt meaning; 
Hut thus unwelcome truths are ſtill receiv'd: 

No ſecret have I told, nor idle rumour, 

But public certainties — Briſcis' rape 

Is now the common talk of every tongue; 

But for what end, what purpoſe — far be it from me 
'T interpret — ſuch violence indeed 

e ſtrange, exceeding ſtrange, to have no meaning. 
And thus much may 1 add, without offence, 

V When ladies can foreſee approaching change, 

* [is good to be beforchand with a lover; 

1 better to leave than to be left. But you know beſt; 
Eadviſe nothing — he has ſworn, ſay you, 

N pt to forſake; and having rais'd your hopes 

1 p that degree, twere cruel to delude : 

et I have known many an eager lover 

Preſling love to death, bing ruin, 


it, 


n en ras and all remedies have fail'd, 
rid by another love. Nothing ſo common 
love excluding love. For juſt as poiſon 
fexpell'd by poiſon; ſo one woman 
6 ves another out. Frown not, nor be diſpleas'd; 
lat I ſuggeſt, is meant but to forewarn. 

C 3 


100 mus 


38 1E LOVE. 
Chru. What you ſuggeſt, is falſe ; is falſe, Ulyſſes, 


Beware the vengeance of an injur'd lover : 
Not blaſphemy's more hateful to the gods, 
Than to a lover is his faith traduc'd. 
Ulyſ. It may be falſe, and it may not. *Tis wiſe to arm 
*Gainſt every ill that's barely poſſible, 


100 You have his word; the gods his oath: he loves you, | 
. | And loves he not the gods? both ways engag'd; = 
Wl To part, and not to part. But now we ſaw him * 
1 | Doubting and unreſoly'd, perplex'd to chooſe : 18 
„ Who once has doubted, may do fo again. * 
ji | And why this other woman? why Briſcis, "oF n 
40 | Juſt at this time, juſt now, the very moment A a 
1 | | When fate pronounc'd your parting? implies it not 1 " 
| Wi | Deſign of change ? intention to ſupply = = 
Wil | The ſpace in love, that deſtiny has doom's ? . = 
| (hi j And ſeems it not to ſay — take, take her, gods, A 
10% But let me firſt provide a ſucceſſor. 8 | fk R 
(HAF | Love, like an eager gameſter, overlooks ; 7 
I But reaſon, an impartial ſtander-by, . 
it! Sees this and more. | 4 ; 
Chru. Reaſon ſeems malice when it comes from thee; . 

This might have weight from any other mouth. 2 

From men profeſling treach'ry and deceit, = 

Even truth itſelf's ſuſpected. fn 

I knew you falſe, inſinuating, fly; . 

I know Atrides juſt, and fall of honour, . 

Nor will 1 doubt his truth. J F 

Ulyſ. The king is juſt, and you are juſt to think it: : Þ 

Oh *tis a wond'rous proof of ſtrong eſteem, * q 

| Not to miſtruſt a friend, tho' there were ground : . 

| And here are grounds, weighty appearances; = 

| J fay in any other man 'twould look ſuſpicious ; * 

| That's all — but ſure the king is full of honour, =. 
Oaths indeed in love, differ from other caſes; WV: 

| They bind, that's true. But as in vanquiſh'd towns, * 

| The conquer'd to the conqu'rot takes an oath : I C 

| Yet if another comes, of greater pow'r, Wl 3 

lil | And drives him out, that former oath is null'd : == 
li | Nor 1s it perjury to ſwear a- new, | 3z 


8. 


to arm 


thee; 


* 1 
WL + 
by 35 


1 
1 

te 9h 
XR 


q Mie 39 


; 2 For who can help his fate? juſt ſo in love, 


L len ſwear — and fo obſerv'd — tis conſtancy. 


Chru. Who would be wicked, and yet fear the name, 


q cuſe their yielding ſtill by pleading force. 


B ut ſpeak, Ulyſles, truly, if thou canſt, 


For I would know my danger. You have ſeen 
This miracle. Report ſtill adds — — — 

ind ſmalleſt things are magnify'd by fame. 

I | the indeed ſo dangerous? 

75 lyſ. What images ſhall eloquence prepare, 


7 


] T- paint a form ſo perfect and divine ? 

0 hers by ſlow degrees advance in love, 

And ſtep by ſtep, and leiſurely get ground: 

We article with judgment cre we yield, 

Reaſon rejecting oft, where fancy's fond. 

$ he ſcizes hearts, not waiting for conſent: 

Like ſudden death that ſnatches unprepar'd ; 

1 "op fire from heav'n, ſcarce ſeen ſo ſoon as felt. 
I other beauties ſeem inferior ſtars, 

& her appearance, vaniſhing apace ; 

Thene er ſhe mounts, they ſet. 

|} Chru. *Tis worth my pride to brave a foe fo fair: 
| baſe, ceaſe my eyes to weep, reſume your pow'r, 
1 four glory in this battle is concern'd: 

Ar &p proach, thou rival, for my monarch's heart ; 
Pill face thy beauties with as many more, 


x : 
? With eyes oppos'd to eyes, and charms to charms, 


I Ml fight it out, and combat for his love, 

, And let him be inconſtant if he can. 

# Ulyſ. None who have eyes but muſt allow your pow'y {> 
3 ſhe has any equal, it is you. 

1 at fortune holds the ſcale for all events; 

Woh: i is the ballance where deſert is weigh'd, 
but a grain of better luck's againſt it. 

! o many beauties, ſcarce regarded pals, 

1 W hile thouſands with worſe faces gather crouds? 
'B kauty itſelf owes many ſlaves to luck. 

Id dangers imminent, retreats are wiſe; 

& d a new face has ſtrange prevailing charms. 
W's. "4p 
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61 Chru. From cowardice, not prudence, ſprings deſpair. e 
Flt I Who doubt their fortune, are not wiſe, but fear. e 
I! 0 ll; Ulyſ. Her's are the odds, by being unenjoy'd; Made | 
| 0 ih |! Were there but that, O 'tis a pow'rful charm ! wa Fi 
0 Bll: Chru. I ſee your ſnare: the Greeks would have me gone; Mt. 
i MP | The king reſiſts, and you would bait his eyes For be 
„ With a new beauty, to ſupplant my pow'r: . 
i 1 You counſel flight, leſt I ſhould ſtay and conquer : | nd, 
Inf 0 | Therefore I'II ſtay, to add this triumph more. ar 
K Thou plott'ſt againſt thyſelf, vain, vain, projector! Fl 
þ | My honour needs no leſſons you can give; br 
0 I ſce my way, and will conſult my fame. el 
ö Enter Briſcis guarded, and led in ſtruggling. It Iſt! 
0 Bri. Let go, ye ſlaves, how dare you diſobey ? III ir 
| Achilles will not leave me unreveng'd. = ith : 
| How dare you touch with impious hands what's his? Think 
100 If not his wrath that keeps the world in terror, Offe Bd. 
Wl!!! Then fear my frown that makes Achilles tremble. [arrival]; Shal f 
111000 Ulyſ. [To Chruſeis.] I muſt acquaint the king with her Tra 
| | Forgive the office, madam [Exit Ulyſſes. | b. 
| Bri. Looſe me, I ſay wth 
Chr. Stand off, ye raviſhers — and let my eye r 
Take a juſt view. of this imperious beauty. E t1 
1100 | Let go your impious hold — 'tis my command. i. 
Wit | [They leave her at liberty, and ſtand at a diſtance, Sze For | 
1 comes forward. TO Wn: 
"Bri. Whoſe voice is this that has more pow'r than mine Mt 
1% With ſhame this freedom I receive, that's ow'd Ty 
|} HR To any other frown but to my own. is 
WO Chr. If you'd be abſolute, you ſhould have ſtaid M 7 de: 


Where you were ſo — but here 'tis I command. 

" Bri. If here you reign, thank fortune for your pow'r, wa 
110 That never brought Briſeis here till now. Toh 
| Chr. Survey me well, and as you look grow humbler. 1 
1 3 Bri. I have ſurvey'd, and I confeſs you fair, 

"ll WIN J like you well — but like myſelf much better. rea 
| ih | Chr. Nature this comfort has to none deny'd; Ob 
"HAV T hat all are wits and beauties to themſelves. We 

Re-enter Ulyſſes. 
Ulyſ. Thus Agamemnon greets the fair Briſcis : 
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air. eeſt df beauties, hail! welcome, as once 
eis was, ere yet the curſe of heav'n 
ner and ruin one — welcome as Venus, 
Wal Yd ſhe abandon Troy to fide with Greece: 
gone; Metten be this day, all ſorrows paſt, 
For dere are endleſs joys — unmark'd the ſun 
Noy E ſhrow.ds his beams — for here are brighter rays. 
owed, ſound our trumpets, and our timbals, ſound 
Tri Pen thro? all our camp — for victory 
on N 1 ows a form ſo fair. 
4 C fr. Thou do'ſt bely him, baſely thou bely'ſt him, 
het words are thine, this welcome is thy own. 
It; the fate of kings to be ſo ſerv'd, 
1 iniſters prophaning thus their names 
With acts unknown to them. 
T 1 K not to practiſe treaſon and eſcape: 
led majeſty and injur'd love 
arrival; Shal find thee out, and thunder on thy head: 
ith her Tra For, they ſhall. 
Ulyſſes. i. I eaſily believe his 3 true, 
thank him for't — but take it as my due. 
pr. Fooliſh ſelf-flatterer! how my Agamemnon 
Vil [turn to ſcorn thy ſenſeleſs vanity ! | 
i. How I ſhall triumph to behold thy rage 
e. Sze F loſt love! not conquerors delight 


Inning towns and kingdoms from each other, 


1 mine M than we women to take lovers 


ow'r, 


mbler. 


gb fancy may be nice and ty'd to one, 
is inſatiate and demands a croud. 
MyScauty, like Achilles, fights at all. 

is a glorious fight ! to ſee the men 
==: with eyes that glow with rapture on us, 

ear them cry aloud, oh gods, how charming! 

oe a train attending up and down, | 
Whing at ev'ry turn to catch a glance, 
Wing their wiſhes after us in ſighs : 
| 1 wow we triumph ! and with ſcornful toſs 
N 1 ; 2 along in ſtate, and look diſdain ! 
=. [4/7 Me] O ſympathy of mind ! ell id pair!“ | 
Achilles! happy Briſeis! two ſo like, 


With greedy eyes, and till to be decei d: 
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42 HERGTIET . 
So much the ſame; how bleſt were they to meet! 
How firm and laſting muſt their paſſion be ! | 
Strong as ſelf-love ! in them *tis nothing elſe : 
As in a glaſs each their own image ſees, 
And loving, in each other they enjoy, 
And hug their own reflection —— 

Chru. Proportion thy endeavours to thy b 2 : 
To ſuch vain things, no grief of heart's like this, 
To labour to be lik'd, to ſue for praiſe 


o cl 
athe 


Go ſomewhere elſe to practiſe thy deſigns ; 

Here like a common thing thou'lt paſs along, 3 | 

And unregarded, ſcarce attract one eye. b ke { 
Ulyſ. [To Briſeis.] Forgive the anguiſh of a rival'd yy 

When ladies rail, 'tis envy, not diſlike. 

"Tis plain ſhe fears, by counſelling to go, 


nat t 
ma! 


DNeV 
Nor dares to ſtand the trial with your eyes: „ 
Stay, and aſſert your empire over man, Pat. 
Which heav'n deſign'd, creating you fo fair. Ach 
Bri. Wiſe, wiſe Ulyſſes — I remember well, nge: 
Oft I have ſeen you in Achilles' tent : all 4 
For nice diſcernment, and deep wiſdom fam'd. give 
Yes, ſhe would have me go, I ſee her cunning ; U zy 
But I will ſtay to get her lovers from her, t all 
And then I'll leave you all, to break your hearts. ith g 
I come not like a conqueror to remain, t ſor 
I have a better country of my own; d lik 
But mean to ſhew the terror of my eyes, ach d. 
To burn, conſume, to ravage, and away. [dir] 1 dw by 
[To the guards.] Come, ſhew me to this king, who waits wo Y d day 
J long to let the killing arrow fly. Pat. 
[To Chruſeis.] Follow, and witneſs to thy own diſgrace ; ther 
I challenge thee — to meet me face to face. Ach. 
Exit Briſeis with the guarll re 10 
Ulyſ. [To Chruſeis.] Judge better now of my advice. cher 
Chru. Traitor, avoid me; from my ſight be gone; Pat. 
The king ſhall know thy malice, and N it. y foe 
Avoid my ſight t bru 


Glory that hid me go, now bids me ſtay 
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o clear my king; that you and all may ſee, 
ather than live with her, he'll die with me. 


ACT IN Fer 


SCENE changes to the tents of AcHILLES, 


Enter ACHILLES and PATROCLUS. 


ACHILLES. 


E gods have taken vengeance from our hands, 
And ſeem reſolv'd to do our work alone; 

ke ſprightly ſteeds broke from their mangers looſe, 
hat toſs in air their necks, and neigh aloud ; 

march the Trojans from behind their walls : 

hey claſh their armour, and they ſhake their ſpears, 
d with loud cries provoke the Greeks to battle. 
Pat. Oh Achilles! 

Ach. Why weeps Patroclus in this hour of joy? 
ngeance is ſure; his foes upon his foes 

all do Achilles right. Rejoice, rejoice : 

give me mulic; ſound aloud, rejoice, 

Il every valley echoes back, rejoice. 

t all our Myrmidons be ſeen to-day 

ith garlands crown'd, as at a feaſt of triumph ; 

t ſongs of joy be heard in every tent; | 

d like the Corybantes cruſh the ground, 

ch drumming in his hand a brazen cymbal. 

pw by the gods, the Myrmidon that weeps 

WD day's a traitor, and ſhall die. 

Pat. That traitor is Patroclus: — death's my choice. 
ther than live to ſee my friends deſtroy'd. 

Ach. Has then Patroclus any other friend 

dre lov'd than his Achilles? would'ſt thou die, 

ther than live to ſee my wrongs reveng'd ? 

Pat. No, by the gods I'd die to bring thee vengeance ; 
y foes are mine: but let our wrath be juſt, 

t brutal, What wrongs haſt thou receiv'd 

dm any other Greek, but Agamemnon ? 

| muſt all periſh for the crimes of one ? 
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Ach. Periſh like dogs: I laugh to ſee 'em bleed; 


Their dying groans are muſic to my ears ; 
My rage makes no diſtinction: all are foes, 
That to my foes are friends — away Patroclus, 
How canſt thou pity them, and yet love me ? 
Pat. O gods! let never rage like this poſſeſs 
Pafroclus. O hard hearted, cruel prince, 
Thou ſurely wert not of a goddeſs born, 
Nor was the good acides thy fire: 
Sprang from the ſca thou ſeem'ſt, begot by ſtorms, 
And tby impenetrable heart's a rock. 
Ach. Take heed, Patroclus, leſt thy ill-tim'd pity 
Provoke me too; and I forget our friendſhip. 
Pat. Forget it, do; and bury in my breaſt 
Thy bloody blade: I'il not outlive the day 
That brings ſuch foul diſhonour to my country. 
Think not that I'll ſtand by, a tame ſpectator. 
If Greece mult fall, then fall Patroclus too. 
Fl to the fight. 
Ach. Now by the gods thou ſhalt not ; 
With my drawn ſword I'll bar the paſſage up, 
And ſee what Myrmidon dares help the Grecks. 
Pat. That Myrmidon am I.— Diſhonour brand me, 
If I not go; or failing on the point 
Of my own ſword, give freedom to my ſoul, 
That does diſdain to live beyond its honour. 
Ach. Is this thy love, Patroclus ? 
Pat. That I do love thee, well thou know'ſt, Achille 
Command me to cut off a limb, I'II do't. 
Let but this day be paſt, on which depends 
The fafety and the glory of all Greece; 
This day of ſuch importance to the public, 
And then thy private grudge ſhall be my own. 
To ſingle fight I'll challenge Agamemnon ; 
Let us preſerve him for our own revenge, 
*Tis baſe to ſee a foe oppreſs'd with odds; 
Make vengeance ſure, but let it then be brave. | 
Ach. Thou haſt o'ercome me; and my heart, like wi 
Melts at thy tears, and can deny thee nothing. 
Go then, Patroclus, where thy glory calls : 
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d thou alone of all the Greeks be ſafe. 

at mean my eyes by theſe unuſual drops ? 

: thou muſt ſtay. Oh! think again, Patroclus, 

ze good Maenetius, when at Phthia laſt 

> parted, gave thee, weeping, to my charge; 

re here, faid he, all that my ſoul holds dear, 

I d ſafe return him, to ſupport my age. 

ell have I kept my word; behind my ſhield 

IS1ac'd thee ill; my body was thy armour; 

Il fide by fide we fought, and never parted. 

y friend, my deareſt friend, why wilt thou leave me? 

Pat. At night I'll come all glorious back again, 

d fill your tents with ſpoils of ſlaughter'd foes. 

e Greeks and Trojans that beheld me fight 

neath your buckler, ſhelter'd by your ſword, 

d think Patroclus is too weak alone, 

all ſce that I can fight without a guard. 

Ach. Oh cruel honour! that obliges thee 

© 20, and me to ſtay. My ſoul till now 

3 E cr felt ſuch ſtrife; not when I loſt Briſeis. 

en wilt thou go? 

Pat. O melt me not with ſo much tenderneſs : 

1 heart that beat but now with manly virtue, 

d me, 5 | 
ſoften'd like a woman's. 

Ach. Go then, whilſt all thy courage is upon thee, 

t go attended like Achilles? friend; 

ake all my troops, and put my armour on ; 

dok like Achilles, like Achilles fight; 

thou victorious, periſh all the reſt ; 

t Agamemnon, like a beaten ſlave, 

to his ſhips, and there be burnt or drown'd ; 

t fire and ſword all other Greeks deſtroy, 

Il thou and IT, alone, are left to conquer Troy. 

[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


d; 


Ss 


pity 


Achille, 


SCENE Ik 


like wi \ESTOR and UL uss Es, in diſcourſe with CH RVS EIS. 


Neſt, Let but ſome modeſt matron come in view, 
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How unregarded and unmark'd ſhe goes : o live 
O let her paſs, they cry, ſhe's good for nothing. tn the 
But let ſome flanting minx come prancing by, accels, 
All eyes are on her, and all necks are bow'd ; tune 
Oh how they ſtrive and juſtle to get neareſt! N acing 1 


Hide, hide your heads, ye gods, from mortal worſhip, or tur 
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\ When ſuch as theſe divide our adorations. Ulyſ. 
| Ulyſ. It looks more like a triumph, than a rape: ag. 

| To joyful tunes the merry timbrels play, bos k 

| While captive queens like minſtrels dance and ſing. ſee m 

Trumpets and timbals found Olympus high; Nike is 

l The voice of victry made a call to lu: ith h 

| | In graceful order each battalion's drawn; | co di 

| And in the front our princes ſtand in arms, 4 Ulyſ 
| Shining with gold, and nod their ſtately plumes, 5 Ag. 
b Saluting as ſhe paſſes.— Armour that's proof | gainſt 

To ſwords and ſpears, and to the jav'lin's thruſt, ve le 

Gives eaſy paſſage to one glance of hers; = ſay, 

| Whilſt with diſdainful ſtate ſhe treads along, am n 

Þ And looks regardleſs of ſuch petty conqueſt; = Ul; 

| None but their king, their general. — But hark! Thc fr 

Again the trumpets — this way bends the found; cs cha 

Sure ſhe approaches-— madam, will you meet WT ike of 

The ſhow —it may be worth your curioſity. ariety 

Chru. D'ye mock me, Greek? am I become your ſcorn :| 7 Ag. 

I thank ye, gods, tho' love is mine no more, J fear | 

Yet vengeance is — ungrateful man! Uly! 

And was I kept with ſo much form of truth, neith 

To be but left with greater infamy ! Much 

Forſaken! Oh the diſgraceful word! Falſe! will: 

Is he falſe? no, let him if he dares lake | 

I'll ſtay, that he may periſh. [Exit Chruſeis. Make 

Neſt. Nay, then we are again outwitted. . Eo thal 

Ulyſ. Ts't not in art to tempt a woman once ive a! 

To ftray from wickedneſs? or to beguile her ove e 

Into good? are then their ſtars ſo ſtrong, She's h 

That Ba are fated to be miſchievous ? Nhat 

Euter Agamemnon, attended. But be 

Ag. Let Diomed with his Ftolikn horſe, Ag. 

Obſerve 'em from yon hill, — Dr ies low d 
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o live and conquer is the nobleſt fate, 

it the next glory is a gallant death. 

cceſs, O Jove, and victory are thine; 

ortune is thine: my honour is my own: 

acing my doom, with my drawn ſword Ill ſtand, 
for turn my back upon thy wrathful bolt. 

Ulyſ. Yet might I adviſe 
Ag. Still the ſame argument? 

hou know'ſt my anſwer. — I am fixt. 

ſee my fate, ye gods, and I accept it ; 

ife is not worth the price you aſk — to live 

Vith her I love, was my firſt wiſh — my next, 

s to die with her. 

Ulyſ. But this word more, and I have done. 
Ag. Spare thyſelf the pains — thy words, like winds 
Igainſt an oak, regardleſs whiſtle by ; 

he leaves are troubled, but the root is fix'd. 

ſay, thou may'ſt difpleaſe, but canſt not move. 

am not to be mov'd. 

Ulyſ. Then hear me as an advocate for love, 

The friend of love: — for what fo ſweet in love 

\s change? if you muſt love, then love 

ike other men: love, like th' immortal gods, 

Fariety, the luxury of love. 

Ag. I underſtand thee not. Truſt me, Ulyſles, 
fear thy brain is troubled. - 

Ulyſ. Thus I unfold the riddle. — Briſele rape 
neither counſell'd nor approv'd ; you know it: 


orn ? 


/nwilling to all violence, you did it. 
lake the beſt uſe of what is paſt recall; 
Take her, and give Chruſeis to the gods: 
zo thall you love, and be victorious till, 
ive and enjoy. Exchanges like to this, 
ove does allow and practiſe every hour. 
She's handſome, and a woman, a kind woman, 
Vhat would you more? and what does love require, 
put beautiful and kind? 
Ag. Far be ſuch wicked counſellors from kings: 
low dar'ſt thou, traitor, tempt my honeſt heart 


Heis. 


luch urg'd, and much provok'd, againſt your nature, 
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To ſuch vile purpoſes? when I am falſe, 
Forſake me all that's true. What! parcel love 
Like common dole, by ſcraps to ev'ry eye 
That hungers after luſt! ſhall I do this? 
No ; my frank ſoul gives largely, all at once, 
Nothing by halves. True love has no reſerves. 
Yes, my Chruſeis, I am only thine; 
Only and all. The ſoul that's ſnatch'd by death 
Returns no more: nor will her eyes give back 
The hcart ſhe keeps in her cternal chain. 

Ulyſ Behold Briſcis entring — timely ſhe comes 
To end this argument: her eyes will plead 
More ſtrongly than my tongue: to them I Icave it. 


[Ulyfles retire, 


Enter officers and attendants, then Briſeis. 


[Agamemnon approaches her, bowing reſpettively.] 


Ag. Forgive me, madam 
Bri. Ere thou ſpeak'ſt, hear me: thy vain intent 
I eaſily divine 
— With needleſs fears 
i. Approach me not 
Wan you thought, becauſe I lov 4 Achilles 
*Twas poſſible ſome other might ſucceed. 
Ag. Give me but leave —— 
| Bri. No; you ſhall never have my leave to love. 
Or did you think, becauſe your empire's wider 
In power and wealth, exceeding my Achilles, 
With higher offers to corrupt my faith ? 
Tho? hearts for hearts, uncertainly prevail, 
Riches and power are baits that never fail : 
He makes moſt progreſs in a woman's breaſt, 
Who proffers higheſt, not who loves her belt. 
Theſe are the inſolent remarks of men, 
With which we know you all arraign our ſex 


But learn, to the confuſion of thy hopes, 
I would not change for Mars — much leſs for thee. 


Ag. Think not that 1 mean 


| Bri. I care not what you mean—thou dar'ſt not, Greek, 


Not for thy life offend divine Achilles. 
When he withdraws his arm, your glory ſinks, 
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\ chilles is the pillar of your cauſe, 

The prop of Greece, and terror of the Trojans, 

And thou without him, nothing. 

Enter Chruſeis. 

Chru. Think not I come to interrupt your joys, 
ngrateful king, I know I am unwelcome z 

s willingly as thou haſt made this choice, 

So willingly, Chruſcis does confirm it, 

ake, take her, traitor, take her to your arms, 

Falſeſt of Greeks, who are of men the falſeſt: 

J quit you of all vows, of all engagements, 

ive her my oaths that you repent you made, 

\nd I repent that ever I receiv'd. 

To Briſeis.] Nor triumph thou, for were he worth my keeping, 
hou ſhould'ſt not have him yet: the gift I make 

Ws of a thing I ſcorn. 

Bri. I ſcorn as much to take it. 

Ag. What means Chruſcis?. 

Chru. Oh Agamemnon! hadſt thou but been true, 
adſt thou been conſtant bnt a little longer, 

ould'ſt thou have perſever'd but yet one hour, 

ly virtue had prepar'd for thee, for me, 

uch proofs of love, ſo paſſionate and noble, 

uch ſcenes of glory, delicate and nice, 

s had amaz'd mankind — but thou haſt ruin'd all; 

) ſquanderer of fame! thy honour, mine, 

[is loſt, *tis gone for ever, paſt recal : 

perjur'd lover, and forſaken miſtreſs, 

all the name, that's left for both 
Ag. Who's perjur'd? who forſaken? * 

Chru. Seek not to hide what I have heard and ſeen ; 
[y heart deceiv'd, for want of knowing thee, 

eceiv'd thee in, a robber, not a guelt, 

it on diſcovery, thus turns thee out, 

nworthy to remain —— 

Ag. Have I been falſe? - by the immortal gods 
Chru. Yes, thou canſt ſwear, and ſwear, I know it well: 
pt ſwear not by the gods, whom thou haſt mock'd, 

or yet to me, who can believe no more: 

t {wear to her, for ſhe is yet to learn 

dw well thou canſt deceive | 


tires. 


Greek, 


\ chilles 
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Traitor, I know the value of your oaths, 4 
Ulyſſes told me Wo 
Ag. What has Ulyſſes told you? | Ye | 
Chru. What I have ſeen. The 
Ag. Ulyſles is a traitor — ſpeak, Briſeis, 'S 
Be thou my witneſs -— have I mention'd love ? 8 Tis 
Bri. I would not give you leave. | My 
Tho” I commanded- ſilence to myſelf, Fare! 
And my nice ear diſdain'd to hear thy love, Not 
Who bids thee make a ſecret of thy paſſion? | Neve 
My ſcorn were loſt, were not thy love proclaim'd; Nor 
To me be ſilent, to the world be loud; Nor 
Begin by telling her; I give thee leave. Nor 
Ag. To her alone . Let u 
Chru. FI ſpare thee the confeſſion. | This 
"Tis a ſtale ſtory, and I know enough. | Let f 
Would'ſt thou then own it? brave me to my face? And 
Thou dar'ſt not no- thou art not yet ſo harden'd. Hence 
Why doſt thou tremble when I look upon thee? Not © 
When thou would'ſt ſpeak, upon thy falt'ring tongue Let a 
The accents die; all arguments of guilt! let e 
Thy colour goes and comes upon thy face, ive 
And thy young treaſon bluſhes to be ſeen. Let lc 
The murder'd body, at the murd'rer's touch nd e 
Will bleed afreſh: nor can betrayers bear he g 
'L he fight of one betray'd, without confuſion. "Yn he p 
Thou fear'ſt me ſtill, I read it in thy eyes, hat 
And in thy limbs, that ſcarce ſupport thy body, ut ſh; 
Oh! that I could look thee dead __Miſſen 
Ag. My wounded ſoul is on its flight — nd je 
Bri. Die quickly then, for I'm in haſte to go — _ Bri. 
How dar'ſt thou look ind h: 
When I am by, on any face but mine? do ma) 
Chru. Look on, look on gaze till thy eye-balls burit, ike h 
Ard rolling round thy ſight from charm to charm, ow ep 
Survey me all, and then repent thy change. | ly be: 
Gaze till thou'rt mine again; till falling down go to 
Low at my feet, thou doſt expire with ſhame. tir not 
"There is a ſeeret ſtruggle in thy ſoul, Ag. 
] ſee thou would'ſt return, but *tis too late; hou i. 


For know, Atrides, thou behold'ſt thy laſt. — 


HEROTE LOVE. 
Ag. Hear me, Chruſeis. 
Would either hear, both might be ſatisfy'd. 
Ye both have dream'd, and each of ye believes 
| The viſions of her ſſeep would you but hear 
Chru. Oh that I ne'er had heard, nor ever ſeen; 
Tis paſt, Atrides, love is now no more, 
My heart is harder than it once was ſoft. 
Farewel for ever. — Yet forgive him, gods! 
Not on bis head, but on his faithleſs ſex 
Revenge the cauſe of poor abandcn'd truth: 
Nor let it be by famine, or diſeaſe; 
Nor yet by thunder, nor tempeſtuons blaſt; 
Nor fire, nor ſword, nor by conſuming wars ; 
Let us revenge ourſelves; commit to us 
This mighty charge — no vengeance like a woman's. 
Let falſhood puniſh falſhood : let deceit 
And treachery be only womens arts. 
Henceforth, thro? rolling ages, let there be 
Not one example of a woman faithful, 
Let all be Helens, perjur'd creatures all, 
Let every huſband be a Menelaus. 
Give 'em not wives to comfort, but to plague : 
Let love be all a trick, and a pretence, 
ind every woman be a boſom ſerpent. 
he gods have granted — and methinks I read 
he page of fate, and find it fixt for ever, 
hat not a woman ſhall be born hereafter 
ut ſhall deceive ſome man — debates ariſe, 
Diſſenſions reign, pollution be triumphant, 
and jealouſies and jars confound the world. [Exit Chruſeis. 

Bri. My conqueſt is complete: ſhe flies, ſhe flies, 
ind has avow'd the triumph of my eyes. 
zo may all thrive, who dare my empire brave, 
ike her deſpair, and be mankind wy flave. 
ow pleas'd will be Achilles, when he knows 
ly beauty has reveng'd him on his foes : 
go to tell him, nor will be delay'd, 
tir not to ſtop me for I'll look thee dead. [Exit Briſcis. 
Ag. Go where I never may behold thee more 
hou imp of thy Achilles — like a child 
D 3 
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I ſtruck, and hit myſelf; I rais'd a ſtorm 

And perith in it. 

"Tis juſt, ye gods, your providence has caught 

My fooliſh wrath, and my own aCt-of vengeance 
Becomes revenge for him, 'gainſt whom 'twas meant. 


Briſei 


[Ulyſſes advancing, Ac 

Art thou there, traitor? com'ſt thou then to watch : Thus 
The workings of thy poiſon: on our loves: With 
Safer thou'dſt met a tigreſs hunting out To te 
The thicf that robb'd her young — The. 
Ulyſ. What I have done peak 
Ag. What thou haſt done —undo— or thou ſhalt die.-— To fi 
[Seizes bold of him. Bri 

Prometheus” vulture, and Txion's wheel, | = Bclicv 
The ſtone, the ſteve, the tortures of the damn'd But tl 
Are but ſlight pains h l char 
Find out Chruſcis ſtraight — [Thrufts him away, The; 
Confeſs thy fraud, unravel her miſtake, Ac 
Convince her of my love and innocence: Anſwe 
I fear her wrath more than the wrath of heaven. The ſ 
Appeafe her well — and let me find her gentle = Ther 
[Seizes him again, Curſe 

See this be done Hook to't—away —- : = ME 
| [Thruſts him towards the door, So hat 

Why fend I him?  Idifegt: 
On wings of love the lover's ſelf ſhould fly, Anſwe 
Love has a thouſand ways, and all I'll try, bus 
And at her feet be juſtify'd or die. | Exeunt all. Ilet'ſt 
| The end of the fourth aft. acſt 

mpro- 

Ar MWEENS” I. M- 
ACHILLES and BRISELS meeting. Bi 

| ri, 

BRISETS. Vere | 

J OY to Achilles — fly to my embrace Fo be 
My hero and my God. s form 
Henceforth no more let any ſound of war hus J 
Awake thy rage — My eyes ſhall conquer for thee. nd m. 
Toy to Achilles Agamemnon dies, hou | 
after 


Chruſcis in deſpair has left the camp. 
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Briſeis is return'd triumphant back, 
Thy foes are periſhing, thy miſtreſs ſafe, 
I bring thee glory and revenge and love; 
Joy to Achilles, everlaſting joy! 
Ach. And is it given me thus again to hold thee, 
Thus to devour thee with a thouſand kiſſes, 
With claſping arms, embracing, and embrac'd 
To taſte a thouſand joys? — O tis illuſion all! 
The dream and viſion of diſtracted thought! 
Speak, ſhining creature, every ſenſe awakes 
| To find thee out — art thou indeed Briſeis ? 
Bri. I am, I am Briſeis—believe thy eyes, 
Believe thy touch — No viſion nor a dream, 
But thy Briſeis — thine. 
I thank you, gods! tho? parting was a pain, 
The joy to meet is ample ſatisfaction. 
Ach. Art thou the ſame? in every thing the ſame? 
Anſwer me that —ah no! 
The ſtain of violation is upon thee, 
The ruddy ſpot, freſh ardent on thy face. 
Curſe on that thought! — 
Was then the raviſher ſo quickly cloy'd ? 
So haſty to return pollution back ? 
Did'ſt thou reſiſt? or did'ſt thou early yield? 
Anſwer again to that — thus let me ſwear thee, 
Thus holding up thy hands erect to heaven: 
Met'ſt thou with willing warmth his brutal luſt? 
Jad'ſt thou thy ſhare of bliſs? with amorous rage 
Improving joy with art? — but why do I inquire? 
hy checks are burning with th' adulterer's mark, 
His print is on thy lips: thy melted eyes 

et glow with languiſh'd luſtre. 

Bri. Curſe me if I forgive thee ſuch a thought; 
Vere I like other women, I ſhould weep 
To be thus groſly queſtion'd — but my ſoul 
s form'd of ſparks as fiery as thy own. 
hus J confront thy jealouſy with rage, 
nd meet thy inſolence with wrath as loud. 
hou know'ſt me, and haſt read my inmoſt mind, 
after this, thou yet canſt have a doubt, 
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If thou canſt tell thyſelf —I can be falſe, 
Thou art not worth my anſwer. | 
Ach. I knew thou would'ſt deny: all women will. 

What have we for your truth, but your bare words? 

The ſubtle path is trodden without print, 

Not the leaſt footſtep to be trac'd for proof. 

But willing, or unwilling, tis the {ame : 

He has enjoy'd you. 
Bri. No matter if he has — I'll tell thee ng 
Ach. O that thou wert a man! 

Bri. O that I were! by Venus I'd chaſtiſe thee - 

Why was I not a man? A greater far 

Had then been born, and fiercer than Achilles. 
Ach. Anſwer directly — or by Mars 
Bri. By Mars I ſwear, and by as many gods, 

That nothing will I anſwer — not till I ſee thee 

Crouch'd on the ground, and crawling on thy knees 

Implore forgiveneſs, for thy vile ſuſpicion. 

Gueſs at the paſt; I'Il tell the what's to come, 

If he has not enjoy'd, be ſure, he ſhall: 

Who without reaſon doubts, deſerves that vengeance, 

I go, to reap 

This fruit of thy off-nce —and ſo farewel. 
Ach. Be true or falſe— thou art too much to loſe, 

Nor ſhalt thou go —— 

Thy fiery rage has ſpread around my ſoul 

And love has caught the flame 

Pe what thou wilt — art thou not heavenly fair? 

Thy beauty, in this moment's all my care; 

Nothing is certain but the joy alone, 

Whilſt I poſſeſs, I'm ſure thou art my own. 


SCENE THE LAST. 


AGAMEMMON and CHRUSEIS. 
entering from the oppoſite part of the ſtage. 


Neſt. {To Ag.] O ſtain of honour! oh inglorious prince 


Unworthy leader of ſo many kings, 
Have then thy crimes diſpirited thy ſoul, 
That here aloof, thou hid'ſt thee in thy tent 


* 


Going. 


[ Holds her, 


[Exeunt. 
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When the rang'd battle calls thee forth to ſight? 
But guilt makes cowards: who with ſuch a load 
Of impious luſt, and wilful purjury 
Can face a foe, or venture into danger ? 
Ag. If I am guilty, tis the fault of heaven, 
That by exacting more than man can do 
Becomes itſelf unjuſt My deeds to-day 
Shall ſhame thy words, when thou behold'ſt me fight. 
Tis peace at home, my anger'd love's appeas'd, 
And I am ready now for war — the ſtouteſt hearts 
Shall trembling beat, to follow where 1 lead. 
Neſt. Appeaſe the gods, no matter who beſide 
Is angry, or diſpleas'd. 
Ag. Chruſeis is appeas'd, nor cares Atrides 
Who frowns, when ſhe is kind — One kiſs, my love; 
The trumpets call, the ſoldier muſt obey : a 
Theſe Trojans ſhall repent ere night, who force 
Thy Agamemnon from thy gentle arms, 
And vex our loves with ſuch unquiet partings. 
Chru. Yet ere you go, hear your Chruſeis e 
The gods alone can tell who ſhall return 
Of thoſe that go to battle : hear me then : 
* And I am glad to have ſuch witneſſes. 
{To Neſtor and Ulyſles. 
Ag. What would Chruſeis ſay ? 
Chru. The danger's terrible that calls you forth, 
Who knows but this may be our laſt farewel ! 
Thus then upon my knees, I thank my lord 
For his paſt goodneſs — Oh! inſpire me, heaven! 
How to be grateful, and inſtruct my ſoul 
How I may give my king ſome mark of love 
Equal to his to me. 
Ag. Riſe, riſe Chruſeis. 
This needs not, love; for I am much thy dcbtor. 
Chru. No, TI will tell, that ſumming up th' account, 
My grateful heart may reckon its vaſt debt. 
All that I am, my honour and my life, 
I hold but from your bounty. 
In a ſack'd town, when the licentious ſoldier 
Spares neither age. nor ſex : when ſlavghter's blind, 
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And rages thro' the ſtreets without diſtinction j 
When rape is privileg'd, and murder free, 
You ſav'd me from the fury of the ſword, 


Jou ſav'd me from pollution, rais'd me trembling, 


Bad me not fear, and bore me ſafe from danger. 
Nor was this all | 
Ag. Enough, enough Chruſcis. 
You ow'd your preſervation to yourſelf, 
Your beauty was your guard — what barbarous heart, 
O what inhuman hand could hurt ſuch brightneſs ? 
Chru. My fears renew'd, when captives ſet to ſale, 
J heard the loud laments of weeping virgins, 
Expos'd to price, and ſold to ſlavery. 
No royalty nor beauty was exempt, 
But only ſerv'd to raiſe the purchaſe higher. 
Then did my king a ſecond time 8 8915 me, 
And ſet me above price. 
Ag. And well thou did'ſt deſerve it, my Chruſeis. 
Not Jove, who has the pow'r of either globe, 
Can ſay what thou art worth. 
Chru. Beyond my hopes, unaſk'd, and unexpecting, 
Life, liberty, and honour you preſerv'd, 
And undeſcrving, added to my wiſhes 
What more than life or liberty J prize, 
Your love: and tho' yon had the pow'r to fore 
Your captive's will with ſureſt violence, 
You left me free, t'accept or to refuſe, 
But who could have refus'd ? 
Ag. Thou never wert my captive : I was thine 
From the firſt moment that my eye beheld thee : 
I overcame thy country, but thou me: 


What I have done, I did but as a flave, 


'The ſervice of the conquer'd to the conqu'ror, 
Mercy was thinc, and only thine : my part 
Nas but the duty of a lover. 
Chru. With patience hear, for nothing will I add. 
Nor take from truth ; but ſtate a juſt account. 
My country lot, when by the right of war, 
Nothing was left that we could call our own, 
You proſſer'd crowns, would raiſe me to your empire: 
Your generous love, agreeing with my virtue, 
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T-r'd no terms that I could bluſh to hear, 

Ag. How ſhall I thank thy goodn«ſs 

ho would'(t accept! oh! could I give the world, 
e kiſs of thine, but thus to touch thy lips, | 
were a gainer by the vaſt exchange. 

Chru. The kiſs you take, is paid by that you give, 
he joy is mutual, and I'm ſtill in debt. | 
there's a mighty ſum that's yet untold : 

o ſhorten then, and paſs a thouſand proofs, 

l precious, but too numberleſs to name: 

ow when the gods, grown envious of our joys, | 
he gods that will admit in human life 

o raptures like their own, and ſuch were ours; 
ow when they turn our bleſſings to a curſe, 

"hen ev'ry kiſs you take, mult loſe a battle, 

d thouſands are condemn'd for each embrace; 
hen empire, victory, and O perhaps 

dur precious life, muſt all be ſacrific'd, 

your Chruſeis left; then, then, my king 

hen his friends weep, and unrelenting gods 
hreaten aloud, when earth and heav'n combine 
part our loves, and ſunder us for ever, 

hen Agamemnon, conſtant to his vows, 
enounces glory, to be true to love, 

d death and ſhame prefers with his chruſie, | 
d life, to congueſt, and renown, without her, 
what amends! ah! how ſhall I * 

y wond'rous truth! 

Ag. Thus, my Chruſeis, thus 
Race me cloſe, and join thy lips to mine: 

ere's no ſecurity in other joys, 

re happineſs is rivetted alone, | 

re nothing fades, nothing decays; the ſweets 
mortal are, and never ceaſe to ſpring. 

Chru. So loving, and ſo lov'd, why muſt we part? 
Ag. Part my Chruſeis! tis nnkindly fear'd : 
hought thou had'ſt been ſatisfy'd, my love, 

„I can die, but we will never part. 

Chru. And yet we muſt: oh! we muſt part, Atrides.- 
ere's no defence againſt the will of Jove, 

force can turn, or policy evade 
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What deſtiny decrees immutable: Fur) 
Nothing can be, that fate has n ſhall not. Ag. 
Ag. What means my love by theſe myſterious words! Eury 
Chru. As one who fears to die, but is condemn'd, th F 
Still ſtrives to trifle time with idle talk, ho n. 
And ſeeks pretences to put off the hour, | |. no 
So I but what am I reſolving? | wh 
As I approach the precipice's brink, | ag. 
So ſteep, ſo terrible appears thy depth, Tt 
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I fear — and yet I muſt — who ſays I muſt ? ant 
Not Agamemnon — he had rather die, d ſen 
So had Chruſeis: parting is worſe than death ; Fury 
To both — and will to both bring death — 193730 
If he muſt dic, then let him die embrac'd, Neſt. 
As he deſires — now ſhoot your light'ning, gods! w {i 
Whilſt thus I hide him, hit him if you can, illes, 
Thus clinging with my body cloſe to his, Foic'd 
Thus will I cover him — kill me, kill me, ne ar 
TIl die to keep him ſafe — oh Agamemnon! ov. 
Ag. There is a ſtrange diſorder in thy thoughts, _. 
Something thou would'ſt unfold, and know'ſt not how: = {cr 
My ſoul has caught thy fears, I tremble too | ing 
I know not why — ' tis the firſt time that c'er enge 
My courage fail'd me in thy arms. ag. 
some mighty ill, and ſudden, ſure is coming. Fla 
And let it come — ſpare but my love, ye * _ al; 
All other ills are nothing. a th 
Chru. My head grows giddy -— oh that I were mad : : Ie ne 
Madneſs brings eaſe: reaſon, reaſon alone blood! 
Feels ſorrow: folly and madneſs are exempt. 18. 
No ſtate of human life is to be envy'd, our 
But lunacy and folly : none can be happy II fig 
Who can feel pain: to want the ſenſe to grieve cos. 
Is the beſt meaſure of felicity, ject r 
So much are we the ſlaves of human chance, | ing b 
And from the moment of our births expos'd S tim 
To the malignant influence of ſtars. 
[Throws herſelf into a chair, and fits wecpiq Chri 
Neſt. This is meer foolery. — Sir, will you go? leave 
Enter Talthybius and eee | toriot 
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Fury. Where, where's the king ? 

Ag. What would thy haſte portend? 

Eury. To arms, to arms: the Trejans led by Mars, 

ith Hector by his fide, ſurround our camp; 

ho never durſt beyond the Scacan gate 

|. now advance, encloſe our trenches round; 

who beſieg'd, are now ourſelves beſieg'd. 

Ag. Be ſhort: ſpeak to the purpoſe: what has paſt? 

Talth. Divine Sarbedon, ſon of thundcring Jove, 

pan th' attack: Patroclus ſtood the charge, 

1 ſlew him with his ſpear, Jove looking on. 

Fury. Then fell Patroclus, ſlain by Hector's hand —— 

Ulyſ. Patroclus flain! | 5 

Neſt. How juſt is providence in all its works! 

w ſwift to overtake us in our crimes | 

illes, who alone of all the Greeks 

joic'd to-day, becomes the deepeſt mourner : 

ne are ſo hateful to the gods as thoſe 

10 with hard hearts delight in others grief. 

lyſ. 'Twere fit his body were convey'd with ſpecd 

ſtern Achilles, who fits laughing now, 

ziting the Greeks diſtreſs; the ſight may move 

enge, and bring him to the field. 

Ag. I ſcorn bis little aid — Talthybius, ſay 

at's now a doing? 

Talth. The Trojans are again drawn off, pauſing 

pn their loſs; but ſeem to meditate 

1e new attempt: and all expect 

bloody day. 8 

\g. Thou ſhalt not die, Patroclus, unreveng' d. 

our battalions draw upon the plain; 

fight 'em hand to hand, upon the ſquare; 

cowards ſkulk in trenches, face to face 

dect my foe. — Thus I invoke you, gods, 

ing but this, no more— ſtand neuter. 

time that we were gone — haſt with our orders. 
{Exeunt Talthybius and Eurybates. 

Chruſcis.] It ſhakes my very ſoul, my poor dear love, 

leave thee thus — I go, but to return 

torious back. 

Is we have parted oft, and met again, 
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60. EEKOTIC LOVE. 


Much thou would'ſt grieve; but in this manner never. 


Chru. Yes, we have parted, and again we met, [Ri 


When next we part, tis never to meet more. 

I am your murd'rer by my fatal ſtay, 

For me, the ſullen ſan withholds his beams, 

And ſhoots theſe ſhafts, and heads 'em all with plagues: 

For me the gods withdraw their wonted aids, 

For me, they lead the Trojans to the ficld, 

Shall I conſent? and ſhall I help · the foes 

Of Agamemnon? I obſtruct the means 

Of his deliverance ? will then my love 

Ds nothing for my lord, who would do all 

For me? no, Agamemnon, no 

For me you muſt not die, nor be diſgrac'd, 

Live, Agamemnon, live: be great, be glorious, 

While by a voluntary exile, I | 

Appeaſe my cruel father, and his gods, 

And doom myſelf to fave thy life and honour. 
Ulyſ. Oh unexpected turn! O wond'rous virtue! 

Glorious reſolution! henceforth be ſtil'd 

The ſaviour of the Greeks. 


Ag. Peace, ſycophant, nor dare to Gfooth her phrenſie: 4 


Theſe thoughts are but the vapours of a mind 
Diſturb'd: reaſon ſhall ſoon diſpel the fume, 
And diſappoint your curſt malicious joy. 


[To Chruſeis. ] I know thou canſt not mean what thou haſt ſais : 


Yet my be pants, and every nerve is ſhaken. 
Upon my forchead fits a damp like death, 

My blood runs cold, I feel the channel freeze; 
Scarce will my trembling limbs ſupport my weight, 
But ſhake like cowards on a day of battle. 

Is this well done, Chruſeis? 


Chru. Your generous love has ſhew'd the way to mine, 4 


Fearing to part, you firmly chooſe your ruin, 
Fearing your ruin, I conſent to part: 

To part, of every evil is the worſt, 

All other llls you chooſe, but I chooſe that; 
Love prompting you to periſh for my ſake, 
Prompts me to keep you ſafe, whate'er it coſt; 
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HEROIC LOVE. 


npire, and life, and glory are your victims, 
er. e joys of life and love itſelf are mine. 
Ni Neſt. Well argu'd ill: pray heav'n ſhe be in earneſt. 
L Ag. Thy love is grown a wond'rous ſophiſter: 
ich arguments but ill become thy faith: 
an'ſt thou pretend to love me, and yet leave? 
ues: o, 'tis impoſlible in love to part 
ith what we love : confeſs, confeſs the truth, 
nd ſay thou doſt not love: own, own thy falſhood, 
Wcecant thy vows, or yet reſolve to ſtay. 
Chru. Yes, I would ſtay, were I the only threaten'd, 
ere the doom mine, and did the thunder roll, 
d the blue lightning ſhoot alone at me, 
d chooſe to die like thee, and not to part, 
a theſe dear arms I'd wait the ſtroke of Jove, 
d periſh pleas'd; like thine ſhould be my choice, 
or thee, for thee, this ruin is prepar'd, 
ot on my head, but thine, the vengeance falls, 
nd for my fake, my preſence is the cauſe, 
hruſeis is the murd'rer of Atrides, 
he cup of pleaſure is the bowl of death, 
Hue gods have mixt it with the deadlieſt poiſon, 
renſic ; or dare I give thee more. 
Ag. oO give it on! 
hoe 4 is ſuch pleaſure in the killing draught 
is worth the dying for. 
haſt calf Chru. Be calm, be calm, Atrides, think again, 
 EMonſult your reaſon, and be then convinc'd, 
ere your caſe mine, you would reſolve like me, 
ou would, you would, you could not ſee me periſh, 
nd know yourſelf the cauſe. | 
Ag. O Chruſeis! 
= Chu. Is there a proof in love that you would give, 
\ mine, nd ſhall not I? oh! 'tis a cruel proof, 
Wt it muſt be, 'tis paſt, 'tis paſt recal. 
me back, come back renown that turn'd away, 
cturn, ye laurels, to my monarch's brow, 
ove like a ſcorching ſun has dry'd ye up, 
d burnt your growth, and kiſs'd away your ſweets. 


t love is now ſclf-baniſh'd for your ſakes, 
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02 HEROIC LOVE. 


With his own hand he cuts his root away, t me 


And leaves you room to ſpread. nce n 

Ag. O curſt eſtate of kings! O fatal glory! me 1 
O victories dear-bought! pernicious greatneſs! y de; 
What muſt T loſe to purchaſe the vain breath Ag. 
Of fools and fycophants, the voice of fame! \ vail 

Chru. The gods have for themſelves alone reſery'd ot m 
A quiet ſtate: kings are their ſtewards here Il die 
Entruſted with the conduct of the world: Chr 
And like good careful ſervants, muſt ſubmit bilſt 
Their ſingle profit, to the general welfare. = all 
Had Agamemnon been a private man, | heſe 
Some ſhepherd or an humble villager, Accept 
Our loves had then been happy. =_ hc n 

Ag. Take back your office, gods, your royal thraldon "ith 
T'll be yeur flave no longer on theſe terms: et th 
Here I diſcharge myſelf of kingly burthen, nd le 


Diveſt myſelf of pow'r and dignities, Jepri\ 


Of crowns and ſcepters, your imperial loads. Doubl 
Be conſtant to thy word — thy Agamemnon ith 
Will make bimſelf the thing that thou haſt wiſh'd, et hi 
A ſhepherd, or an humble villager : Net h 
In ſome far cave, remote from interruption, r it 
We'll love away our lives: not the leaſt dream ny 
Of glory ſhall invade our lone receſs. arew 
Theſe arms ſhall be the circle of my wiſhes, Ap cect 
Thy eyes, the only lights that PIE adore: is h 
Morning and night FF ſacrifice to them; | nd 1 


Be they propitions, let them ſhine upon me, = [7 


I'll owns no other gods. 

Chru. My virtue ſhrinks within the cloſe embrace, y b 
O let me fly, I cannot ſtand the combat, eth 
Another ſuch, and we are loſt for ever. [Trumpets willi he 
Hark, hark! the trumpets ſound; the claſh of ſwords ight 
Draws near, the gods have given me notice, | lb 
The ſlaughter is renew'd, and ev'ry man hus 
That falls, Chruſeis is his murderer. nd! 


Have patience, gods, but yet a little while, hey 


I come, I come; your will ſhall be fulfill'd, hy 
Give me but time to take one laſt embrace, Ne 


HEROIC LOVE. 
t me thus ruſh upon him 
nce more, for my whole life, and then come death, 
me madneſs, any thing but life or ſenſe, 
y deareſt, deareſt Agamemnon. 
Ag. Thus will I claſp thee faſt, thus, thus for ever. 
| vain, in vain thow'lt ſtruggle to get looſe, 
ot men nor gods ſhall cut thee from my arms, 
I] die, but I will never quit my hold. 
Chru. Thus let us kneel: thus lock'd in my embrace, 
W/ hilt I implore the gods with this laſt prayer. 
h all ye pow'rs! that unrelenting fee 
heſe griefs, and have deny'd our loves your mercy, 
ccept the ſacrifice that here I make, 
he nobleſt love, the trueſt; undefil'd 
ith the leaſt ſtain. If ought is due to virtue 
et the reward of what I do be his, 
nd let not me out-live this fatal day. 
Jepriv'd of love, upon his precious head 
houble all other bleſſings: crown his life 
ith honours equal to his noble mind, 
et him not paſs a day without ſome triumph: 
et him not have a foe in earth or heaven, 
r if he muſt have foes, make em his means 
nly to come at glory 
arewel for ever. — His lips are cold, 
peechleſs and pale! and on my boſom droops 
lis head like a dead weight — help, princes, help, 
nd raiſe him gently 
[They raiſe him: he Jus ſupported between em, they weep- 


ng over him. 


1raldonf 


be, y brain is toueh'd — I feel it — here it is 

| t this dead lift, thou'rt welcome, honeſt frenzy 
5s with! he King ſhall conquer now, he ſhall, he ſhall, 
ds ight ſhall triumph, the raviſher ſhall bleed, 


be the champion, and begin the charge, 
hus at one ſtroke J cut off all the gods, 
nd leave the Trojans helpleſs to themſelves; 
hey run, they run — O cruel reaſon, worſt of foes, | 
hy art thou come again? 
Neſtor! Oh Ulyſſes! pity me, 
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So good, ſuch noble nature — O ſhe is, 


64 KEREOQOTCLOVE; 


Forgive the, ills that have already happen'd; 
A will be well, the gods are now appcas'd. 
the king, and when the battles j join, 
Do you your duty, as I have done mine. [Exit Chruſlf 
Ulyf. Scarce was my aking heart more pierc'd with grief 
When from wy own Penelope I parted. | 
[Agam. coming to him: 
Ag. The gods have doom'd in vain, they ſhall not have he, 
Where is Chruſeis? 
Ulyſ. Her noble virtue has obey'd 
The cruel call of ſtrong neceſſity; 
And ſhe who would have dy'd to ſtay, is gone, 
That you may live. 
Ag. Thou haſt done this, Ulyſſes, *twas thy alot, 
Thou haſt been working long againſt our loves, 
Thy life ſhall anſwer it 
Ulyſ. O rob her not of glories all her own, 
Be hers the praiſe entire, as was the deed. 
I hate myſelf for that I injur'd once 
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And to all ages ſhall remain 
The brighteſt pattern of Heroic love 
And perfect virtue, that the world e'er knew. 

Neſt. Truſt me, Atrides, much I grieve your loſs, 
But glory waits to make you full amends. 

Ag. Unite, unite Las Dardans, and ye gods, ; 

[Drawing his fuori. 

Deſpair's undaunted, and defies all odds, 3 

At me let ev'ry ſpear and jav'lin fly, ; 

I fight not now to conquer but to die. [Exit Agamemnon 
Flourith of Trumpets. 

Neſt. Mark, mark, Ulyſſes, how the gods preſerve 
The men they love, ev'n in their own deſpight; 
They guide us, and we travel in the dark, 

But when we moſt deſpair to hit the way, 
And leaſt expect, we find our ſelves arriv'd. | 

Ulyſ. Fate holds the ſtrings, and men like children more 
But as they're led: ſncceſs is from above. 
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EPILOGUE. 


wuſci;l By BEVIILIL Hiecons, Eſq; 
grief | 
HAT will the galleries, nay boxes ſay ? 
There's not one man deſtroy'd in all our play. 
urder and blood have long poſſeſs'd the ſtage, 
{nd pleas'd the genius of a barbarous age: 
But ſince the poet's taſks the ſoul to move, 
nd with his objects, make you grieve or love, 
urviving wretches ſhould more pity find 
han they who die, and leave their woes behind. 
On Athens ſtoge, when Greece the world gave law, 
er ſprightly dames our Agamemnon ſaw ; 
hey ſhar'd his forrows, did his fate bemoan, 
Ind always made the hero's wrongs their own. 
But then the world was gay, and nature young, 
Mens paſſions were more high, and fancy ſtrong ; 
Pvets could either raiſe, or make fo ſad, 
hat going home, whole audiences ran mad, 
2 vain we would your colder hearts inſpire, 
ind blow up flames, witbout the ſeeds of fire. 
Three thouſand years ago, illuſtrious dames 
Httended camps, and gave the heroes flames ; 
/ow ev'ry wench, when batter'd and decay'd, 
o Flanders fled, where ſtraight the rampant jade 
t once the colonel ſerv'd, and the brigade. 
If poets have the privilege of laws 
0 challenge juries, who muſt try their canſe ? 
o judge of wit, the critic be debarr'd, 


im/el 
ve her. 


4 5 
g W 2 often damns what he ne' er ſaw nor beard ; 
ſides, he ſtill to poets bears a ſpite, 
br never yet was critic who could write. 
For you, the viler rabble of the pit, 
= wa ho want good-nature, tho" you have no wit, 


aliciouſly you imitate the times, 
Re Judges, try the men, and not their crimes ; 


E P h E 


EPILLNO G U E. 


With noiſe and nonſenſe whom you hate decry, 
And if demanded, give no reaſon why, 


But when no pity can the torrent ſtem, 


Attaint the poet, whom you can't condemn. 
"Tis on that ſhining circle we depend, 


For you 


[To the ladies. 
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Your picture drawn, ſhow then the painter grace, 
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P RE E A C E. 


* E following Comedy is a new building upon an old 
foundation. It appeared firſt under the name of the She- 
Gallants ; and by the preface, then prefix'd to it, is ſaid to 
have been but the child of a child. 

By taking it ſince under examination ſo many years after, 
the Author flatters himſelf to have made a correct Comedy of 
it. He found it regular to his hand: the Scene conſtant to one 
lace; the Time not exceeding the bounds preſcrib'd ; and the 
Action entire. It remained only to clear the ground, and to 
lant, as it were, freſh flowers in the room of thoſe which were 
groun into weeds, or faded by time : to re-touch, and vary the 
baracters; enliven the painting; retrench the ſuperſiuous; and 
inte the action, where it appeared the young Author ſeem'd 
6 aim at more than he had yet ſtrength to perform: particularly, 
in the Scene between the two Pretty-Fellows in the ſecond Act; 
e viſiting Scene in the third; the quarrelling Scene betwixt 
ellamour and Lucinda in the fourth, the reconciling Scene 
etwirt Bellamour and Angelica in the fifth; and all the Cha 

acters throughout ; eſpecially that of Sir Toby, which may paſs 
or original, 

Shakeſpeare has given us a Sir PaMdarus; Mr. Dryden, a 
father Aldo; Mr. Otway, @ Sir Jolly Jumble : our Stage 
Pas abounded in meer pimps and buffoons : but Sir Toby is an 
pſerver of decency ; a man of ſenſe, and good-brecding, accord- 
ng to the manners of that Reign, in which he is ſe ppoſed to 
Pave paſs'd his youth ; but ſtill retaiaing, in his old-age, that 
ohe ſpirit of gaiety and Libertigiſm, which reigu'd in thoſe 
ays of devotion to the Fair-ſex. © 

Whether this Infant deſerved a new coat,; or whether, now 
ſe 15 provided with one, it may ſet him off better, is, with all 
efereuce, ſubmitted, An Author flatters himſelf very ridicu- 
by, if be can ſuppoſe it in his power to argue, and reaſon the 


"rid into judging, as he himſelf may . do, of his On 
. 


E 3 


Dramatis Perſonae. 


M E N. 


Bellamour, Formerly in love with Angelica: now cout. 
ting Lucinda. 

Philabel, Lucinda's firſt lover. 

Frederick, In love with Conſtantia, 


Sir Toby Tickle, An old debauchee of the laſt age. | 
Sir John whe Coxcombs, commonly call'd Pretty-fcl. 
Vaunter, lows. | 
Courtall, Brother to Conſtantia, ſo reſembling, z; 
| not to be known from one another. 


W O M E N. 


Lady Dorimen, 


Lucinda, Niece to lady Dorimen. 

Angelica, In love with Bellamour. 

. 19 in man's habit, for her bro. 
25 ther Courtall. 

Diana, 9 4 

Meliſla, FC Siſters to Frederick, courted by Con: : 

Miranda, | ſtantia, under the name of Courtal. 

Dorinda, | 


Lady silence, 

Lady 3 

Counteſs of Ket- 
tledrum, 

Clever, Woman, and confidant to lady Dorimen, 


9 Viſitants at lady Dorimen's circle. 


. SCENE, St. James's park, and houſes adjoining 


Once a Lover; and Auays a Lover. 
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SCENE, St. James's park and houſes adjoining. 
ANGELICA and CONSTANTIA, in man's apparel. 


Ang. © | ISGUISE your inclinations as you can, yet 
every woman's buſineſs is a man. 

Conſt. And N man s is a woman — ſo 
the world goes round. | 
Ang. Not ſo equally as you. may imagine. This wicked 
age has introduc'd ſtrange unnatural revolutions amongſt us, 
even in love. Thus diſguiſcd, how do the pretty fellows, 
as they are call'd, flutter about us? demme, Jack, a charm- 

ing boy — beged, how I could hug the young rogue! 
Conſt. If they have their Strephons, we have our Sappho's. 

Come, come, there we are even with them again. 

Ang. To confeſs the truth, ingenuity is ſo well improv- 
ed on both ſides, it would be hard to fay which ſex has a 
rigbt to throw the firſt ſtone. But to the point: of all the 
ie ME conqueſts I could make in this habit, my ſingle aim is at lady 
Dorimen: it is, you know, to her niece Lucinda, my faith- 
leſs Bellamour is upon the point of being married: I have 
but this day to prevent it, and either to recover or be re- 
venged of the traytor. e 


Conſt. Well, let us hear: how do you propoſe to wy a- 
bout it? 


rimen 


4 


Ang. This lady Dorimen, you muſt know, is a woman 
of quality, of tolerable ſenſe, handſome enough, perfectly 
well-bred, with a little turn of affeQtation : in public, ſhe 
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preſerves all that outward dignity and decorum which is ne- 
ceſſary to keep up the forms of reſpect: but ſhe is the devil 


ame t 
hy u 


in a corner: her compoſition is all tinder; the leaſt ſpark Con 
kindles her into a flame. — Upon this I ground my hopes — eady 

Conſt. Of being that ſpark — well, go on. | y ov 

Ang. The perſon whom I have found out to be my agent emble 
and introducer is no other than my own graceleſs old father, doſſibl 
Sir Toby Tickle: a libertine of the laſt age, who being paſt unity 
the enjoyment of pleaſure himſelf, his whole delight is in elf wi 
procuring it for others. There is in every one's compoſiti- his ſe 
on ſome particular prevailing ingredient : with good ſenſe, xchar 
good manners, a thorough knowlege of the world, not with. df his 
out ſome mixture of honour, he can no more reſiſt an op- our, 
portunity of being convenient, than my lord Touch-it-and- An; 
tale- it, with ten thouſand pounds a year, can help picking Co 
of pockets. He knows me not; neither is it poſſible he re aff 
ſhould, having left me in my cradle to the care of an old icking 
aunt, and never ſeen or enquired after me ſince. ompi1 

Conſt. This virtuous father of yours is ſo univerſally uſe- hich 
ful, that I am no ſtranger to his perſon or character. 1 S an © 
have retained him too in a cauſe of my own — for, to con- play 
feſs the truth freely, there was ſome other meaning in my hining 
putting on breeches beſides keeping you company. cha 

Ang. I always ſuſpected as much, you jump'd into them An; 
ſo readily — well then, now for your ſecret. eakn 

Conſt. Know then, my dear Angelica, as much as I have ſters 
appeared in public an enemy declared to love, we have held Cot 
a private correſpondence together. And, what may ſcem s for 
more out of the way, the man in the world whom I love MlW'zze 1 
beſt, is him whom I uſe worſt. I know what perfidions crea- 1th y 
tures men are, and am reſolved to ſound his ſoul to the bot- rfeit 
tom, before he ſhall ſee the leaſt glimpſe into mine: if upon Any 
proof, I find Frederick loves me as ſincerely as he profeſles, mak 
he may then hope for my favour; but if I find him varying Col 
in the leaſt, let my treatment of him be never ſo provoking e ſm 
or tyrannical, my averſion, which is now but pretence, ſhall Ang 
become real; nor ſhall he ever have it in his power to ſuſpect alk ? 
I have had the leaſt weakneſs for him. Cor 


Ang. It is fo very unuſual to love and be diſcreet at the . 
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ang by the impoſſibility of decidin 
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ame time, that this caution is much to be commended. O 
hy was not I as wile ? 

Conſt. In purſuance therefore of this deſign, J have al- 
eady in this diſguiſe made a friendſhip with him, paſſing for 
y own brother Courtall, whom every body knows to re- 
emble me ſo entirely, that by changing of habits it is im- 
doſſible to know which is which. Thus I have daily oppor- 
unity to pry into his moſt ſecret thoughts, to acquaint my 


ik with every little humour, and ſee him in all lights. To 


his ſerious piece, there happens to be added a_ Farce. In 
-xchange for my ſiſter, he has offer'd me the choice of one 
I have accepted the propoſal: he has no leſs than 
our, and I am at them all. 

Ang. How ! at all four! 

Conſt. Their characters are extraordinary : the two eldeft 
re affected prudes, profeſſing an averſion to all mankind, but 
icking their lips at every coxcomb they ſee: the third is a 
omping Blowſabella perpetually cramming all ſorts of traſh, 
hich ſhe digeſts at horſe-play with the footmen : the fourth 


an agrecable young creature enough, modeſt and diſcreet. 


play them all off alike, and keep up the ſuſpence of deter- 
g. where all are equat- 
charming. 

Ang. What malice to triumph in this manner over the 
eakneſs of your own ſex! what ! can this expoſing the 
ſters advance any thing with the brother ? 

Conſt. It diverts me, that's enodyh : : enquire no farther. 

s for your combuſtible madam, methinks I ſee her all in a 


3 Haze upon your firſt approach. — Faith, J could be in love 


1th you myſelf, but that I know your credentials are coun- 


reit, and 'tis a falſe paſs which you ſhew. 


Ang. Pr'ythee tell me truly — what manner of a man do 
make ? 

Conſt. Upon honour, in all appearance as much a man as 
e ſmarteſt Petit-maitre, or the gentleſt dangler of them all. 
Ang. However, one is a little aukw ard at r irft—how do I 


3 alk ? 
= Cont. Ha Morbleu ! an air fere et determine. | 
4 2 ſtrut about the ſtage. Euter Sir Toby who runs 
F and embraces them. 
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Sir Toby. My Ganymede! — my Hylas ! — 


Ang. My Jupiter ! — 0 
Conſt. My Hercules! 42 . 
Sir Toby. Odzooks, you are lucky rogues both! the fe 4 1 
male world's your own — for thy part, my little Cupid « 3 laugh 
Cupids, lady Dorimen's prepared to melt at thy fight lite 1 ” 
butter in the ſun + I have ſo loaded and primed her with th ſee hi 
praiſes, touch bur the cock — bounce — he. goes off as un 2 2 
as a gun. | 2 8 
And fee here, my Mark Antony, [To Conſtantia] in 
Twice twenty flender wvirgin-fingers twine mA 
* This curious web, where all their fancies join. oY EY OT 
Yeur four Cleopatra's pray you to accept of this bracelet 4 pot — 
"tis the work of all four, compoſed of their own hair, an - V4 
wrought with their own hands. | k 
Conſt. Mercury was a Fool to Sir Toby. 4 U 
Sir T oby. Adzooks ! I defy Mercury and all his wing, : 
Enter Airy and Vaunter. 1 PE 
Airy. Ha, Toby ſon of Bacchus, and firſt miniſter ty L 1 
Venus! 3 {ſcribed 
Vaunt. Old Satan, ha! (clapping him on the back) by 1 Vauni 
Ganymede, a feaſt for Jupiter. — [ They flutter, abcut. Y . 
Ang. and Conſt. who break from them. 1 Jeſt 
Ang. and Conſt. By your leave, gentlemen =. 5 i 
Sir Toby. [lifting his cane at them.] Hands off, Civit 2 1 
cats — or, by Charles, old Bilbo here ſhall give you corrc&: 3 IN 
on: *tis royal oak every inch of it — kiſs the rod, ye pe 4 PE 
fumed knaves — fear God, and honour the king. = sir 
Airy. We have more wit, geddemme, than to do either 4 n 
Vaunt. We are men of principles, old arbitrary, mend 1 EE 
principles. — The world is quite another thing ſince thy time 3 . 
oid Tilbury. 3 "APR 
Airy. Eut theſe modern refinements are too deep for th I "RY 
old-fathion'd underſtanding of the laſt age. Keep within ta "SITE 
ſphere, old Mercury : what news from the land of love! in je 
Sir Toby. That it is the paradiſe of fools when ſuch a 4 . 
thou art the inhabitants. 2 ctive 
Vaunt. Well ſaid, old ruſt, thou art never without th | 9 
Jeſt. | 4. 
Sir Toby. Nor thou neither, — thou art every man's Hark. 
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Airy. Ha, ba, ha—a hit, geddemme! a palpable bit — 
this old fellow would make one die with laughing, ha, ha, ha. 
Sir Toby. A fool, ſays Solomon, may be known by his 


3, 
0 
4 


: Ws 


he f 

BY hw . | 

it [it 1 Vaunt. Good again! $ ſays Solomon! ha, ba, ha, I ſhall 

th . eee her by and by in Hyde- park, and I'll aſk her if ever ſhe 
} 9 


6 4 ſaid ſo — ha, ha, ha. 

= Sir Toby. O tempora! O mores! 

Airy. Nay if thou conjureſt, Trojan, farewel — and ſee 
the ſhew begins — lady Prate-a-pace, let me die — Vaunter, 
we promiſed to be upon duty too this morning — to your 
poſt — to your poſt 
Vaunter [ſinging.] Sans amour et ſans ces charmes 

Tout Panguit dans Pumvers —— 
[Exeunt, ſinging and capering after lady Prate-a-pace, who 
croſſes the ſtage with a croud of fluttering coxcombs after 
ber. | | 
Ang. What fools were thoſe, Sir Toby? 
Sir Toby. Such fools as are to be ſeen, but not to be de- 
ſcribed: odzooks, the town ſwarms with them: Airy and 
Vaunter are their names: in the ſtyle of the world they are 
= called pretty-fellows. Cox-combs, who in defiance to mo- 
aeſiy, or good-manners, with a pert, familiar aſſurance break 
Jin upon all companies, bragging of exploits they never per- 
formed, and of favours they never received : and valuing 
themſelves upon being more _— than in reality they are. 

Ang. And that ſame gay lady PFate-a-pace, who is ſhe? 
Sir Toby. A riddle, a rattle, a meer whirligig — ſome 
call her a wit, but her tongue out-runs it ſo faſt, ſhe gives 
it no time to appear: ſhe has a certain dexterity in the ex- 
erciſe of the eye, which never fails of gathering a croud : In 
the ſame inſtant ſhe ſmiles upon one, tips the wink upon 
another, glances at a third, and laughs at them all. She is 
the perpetual motion, here, there, every where, but always 
in ſuch a hurry, ſhe may be ſaid to be no-where. Each ſex 
has its originals, but with this difference; there is an attra- 
ctive quality in a woman, let her be never ſo impertinent, 
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An old woman ſo called: a carryer-on of intrigues in Hyde- 
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| Di 
i which draws mankind to her, like flies to a honey-pot. þ mean! 
Wil male-coxcomb has nothing to be ſaid for him Court 
j uf ö Ang. Who are theſe, Sir Toby? Cc 
i | [Lady Dorimen, and Lucinda appearing. pretal 
| Sir Toby. Lady Dorimen, by Jupiter! and with her Bel | = hair, 
lamour's fair bride, the beautiful Lucinda, like Phoebe, an J M 
the morning-ſtar — | Ce 
| Ang. Is that your beautiful Lucinda ? what 
| Sir Toby. There! there is a ſhape, and a grace — D. 
| Ang. Not to be compared to lady Dorimen. this 2 
| Sir Toby. Lady Dorimen indeed for the great air — D. 
l Ang. And Lucinda for the little. = maſte 
l Conſt. Confeſs the truth, couſin, don't you but like her M 
| too well? [ Aſide to one another. 3 him 1 
| Ang. O that I could blaſt every charm ſhe has! like : 
| Sir Toby. Bow, bow, and let 'em paſs — 3 M 
Wl There was a gracious ſalute — [Lady Dorimen ſalutes en (1 
{i | wit? ſiniling air, as ſhe paſſes over. : Di 
4 | as much as to ſay, follow, and bring your friend with you, can t 
» | | Adzooks, if you would know a woman, or a ſtateſman, e. M 
Bi ver while you live, obſerve the countenance; when they di- MW ſweet 
i ſemble moſt with their tongues, their looks will tell truth 3 D. 
14H adzooks, don't I know? . Ce 
Ih! Conſt. Sir Toby is now in his kingdom: his ſpirits ri: che v 
I at the proſpect of buſineſs. co th 
| it Sir Toby. Stay you here, my mark Antony: yonder | great 
j M | ſee your four Clcopatra's coming this way: take them freli 4 it is 
5 and faſting. about 
Wil! Conſt. One of them, I'll be ſworn, is not to be taken 3 bene! 
[Nt faſting. 4 D 
| Sir Toby. Attack, attack; be impudent, and ſucceed. fon, 
Our game is at lady Dorimen — courage, my little Adonis: Wy ou | 
follow, follow — women and fortune 8 the bold. 1 D 
Exeunt Angelica and Sir Toby: ; men 
Diana, Mcliſſa, Miranda, Dorinda, Conſtantia joins them; 3 D 
the bracelet in her hand. : D 
Conſt. * As nature them, fo they this ſhade have wrought, | D 
« Soft as their haud, and varicus as their thought. tor ſ 
And did you think, ladies, my heart not enough your own be- M 

fore, that you have ſent me this pretty chain to bind it faſter! 
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| Dia. The ladies who have ſent you that bracelet, ſure 

t. i gneant it for a reproach, and not for a favour. Fye, Mr. 
Wc ourtall, can no one colour pleaſe you? 

Conſt. Truly, madam, I made a more favourable inter- 

pretation: I flatter'd myſelf, that the ladies who ſent me their 


er Bel. L 


* 1 , 


hair, meant to deliver up their ſtrength with it, one and all. 
e, an Mel. Vanity, vanity—I vow, and proteſt, horrid vanity! 
4 Conſt. O for vanity, your ſervant: take that from us, 
what ſhall we pretty-fellows have to live upon? 


— [XX Dor. If vanity keeps them alive, the pretty-fellows of 
TJ this age will be immortal. 

— 3 Dia. Vanity is too fattening a diet, it may ſpoil young 
Y maſter's ſhape: Lord ! what an odious creature is a fat beau ! 

ke her Piel. Smiles indeed are too nouriſhing. Let us mortify 


other] bim with frowns till he looks lean, pale, and languiſhing, 

Nuxe a lover in earneſt. 

Miran. A lover in earneſt! O my ſtars what's that? 
es en (In a romping way, always eating ſome traſh or other.) 

= Dor. A ſtrange ſight indeed, like apparitions, every body 
can tell ſome ſtory of them, though no body ever ſaw one, 
an, e. Mel. The truth is, they are ſo taken up with their own 
ey dil- ſweet perſons 
mh Dor. They can neither like, nor love any thing elſe. 

= Conſt. Quarter, quarter, I beſeech you, ladies. What is 
its riſe 8 f the world ſwayed by but ſelf-affetion? the courtier cringes 

co the great-man, for what? he gets him preferment : the 
nder 1 MW grcat-man is double diligent about his maſter, why? becauſe 
n frel it is his intereſt : the 1 makes ſuch a pother 

bout his altars, it is much to be feared, means only a fat 
taken benefice. 

Dor. And what are lovers? when a man pretends a paſ- 
acceed. fon, what is his aim, but to content his own deſires? this 
donis: ou call love — love of yourſelves, indeed! | 

3 Dia, The friendſhip, religion, loyalty, and the love of 
Toby. 3 men — 


183 
-, "=" 


h you. 


them; Dor. Serve only to cover private views. 
1 Dia. Moſt abominable! 
gbt, Dor. The very virtues of mankind are but ſo many maſks 
ht. or ſome vice. | | 
»wn be- Mel, Horrid creatures! 


t faſter 
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Conſt. Smart, and fatirical—what ſay you, ladies, to an 
extempore Lampoon upon the whole Mall? 

[All women.] With all our hearts. 

Dia. Upon honour, nothing is ſo diverting, as to rail at 
folks behind their backs | 


Lue 
aily p 
ueſtiol 
laces; 


read f 


Conſt. Nor fo faſhionable — I'll not ſpare a woman — Cle: 
[All women.] Nor we a man. [ Exeunt, ightfu 

Lucinda and Clever. > mal 
Luc. My aunt ſeems fo deeply engaged with her new ac- ring t 


quaintance, ſhe'll not miſs us for one half turn, Did you 
deliver the note I gave you for Bellamour ? 
Clev. Yes, but I vow it went grievouſly againſt my heart, 
Luc. The truth is, he has been ſo arrogant of late, ſince 


Luc 
ave, | 
=: I 1 
our, 


he thought there could be no longer any obſtacle to our mar- .ckon 
riage, that he makes me uneaſy: and when once a woman hat's 


begins to be uneaſy with her lover, ſhe has but little encour- 
agement to take him for her maſter. 

Clev. You have your aunt's command to receive him; you 
have given him encouragements yourſelf; the day is fix'd; 


the whole town talks of nothing elſe: what can you expect 
the world will think ? | 


Cle 
ny lac 
Luc 
lace | 
L vith n. 
1 but a! 


Luc. Why, let it think — this fear of the world deſtroys Cle 
all the pleaſures of a woman's life — hang the world — A amoui 
woman who minds what the world thinks, or ſays, had bet- Lut 
ter never have been in the world. | Cle 

Clev. Pray, madam, what may be the reaſon of this ſud. 1 
den alteration ? LO | L. 

Luc. Philabel's abſence had almoſt worn him out of my f the 
memory: I began to give way to a ſort of an inclination for Sir 
Bellamour. Abſence is a terrible thing ; they are but little ho v 
acquainted with human nature, who truſt to it. If my old ho p 
lover had not returned in the nick of time, my new one * 
was in a fair way to have been the happy man; but ſince re ah 
hear Philabel came laſt night to town, I find myſelf more patter 
inclin'd to my firſt engagement than my laſt. | dice 

Clev. Then you are reſolved to break with poor Mr. Bel- Sir 
lamour? f wil 

Luc. Not abſolutely break with him; but ſuſpend my re: L. 
ſolution, till I know how Philabel continues inclined. r, 1 


Clev. Dear madam, why this is being an arrant coquette, 


* 
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Luc. Tis the way of the world. Beſides, Bellamour is 
ally plaguing me with ſo many impertinent jealouſies and 
ueſtions; watching every motion of my eyes in all public 
laces; quarrelling at every innocent look, or action, that I 
read for a huſband, ſo—turbulent and unruly a lover. 


to an 


ail at 


_ Clev. I vow, madam, methinks there's nothing ſo de- 

reunt. igbtful, as to ſhew one's power over theſe turbulent ſpirits; 
o maſter them in all their paſſions; and, right or wrong, to 

W ae ring them down upon their knees to aſk pardon. 

| you Luc. Yes, I would maſter him, T would have him my 
ave, like my love to draw on, or off, as I am in humour; 

heart, ut I muſt have no expoſtulations: give: me the man of ho- 


ſince Pour, who meaning no wrong, ſuſpects none: ſo all private 


mar- ckonings at home are handſomely diſcharged ; who cares for 

oman hat's ſpent abroad? —tha'”'s the huſband for me. 

cour- Clev. Lord, madam, how wildly you talk !—what would 
ny lady ſay if ſhe heard you? 

; you Luc. Say! why ſhe would fay like all other guardians who 


fix'd; 
:xpect 


glace happineſs only in ſettlements. Defend me from a fool 
ith nothing but an eſtate! I would rather marry a man with- 
Nut a fortune, than a fortune without a man. | | 
Clev. You are in no ſuch danger, madam, with Mr. Bel- 

amour. 

Luc. Nor with Mr. Philabel. 

Clev. I have done, madam. | 

Lady Dorimen, Angelica, and Sir Toby returning. 

L. Dor. If theſe trees, Sir TOW conld write the . 
f their own times — — 

Sir Toby. We might then how for a faithful hiſtorian, 
ho would do juſtice to the EP of the god-like prince 
ho planted them. 

L. Dor. Which we can never hope for from men, who 
re always influenced by paſſion on one ſide or other, and 
latter, or traduce, juſt as their intereſt, their affection or pre- 
dice guide them. 

Sir Toby. O madam, had you lived in bed happy days 
f wit and gallantry ! 

L. Dor. I have often wiſhed it, when reading my Wal- 
Tr, I admired the graceful king deſcribed in his morning ex- 
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WW erciſe, ſtriking the ball, with manly vigour, from one en{ 8 
1 1 of the Mall to the other — and then in the evening — und- 
i | Ang. Like a god diſguiſed, OP in the croud of mor. I 
l | j tal beauties — : not 
| Sir Toby. Aye, there was the pleaſure ! adzooks, theſ: | A 
jt i | j eyes have ſeen it all, and the remembrance draws tears from * able 
. | | L. Dor. Sir Toby, a word with you. terru 
Jn | [Sir Toby, and lady Dorimen walk af de.) ther | 
Bl, | Angelica in the mean time addreſſes to Lucinda. be di 
11:08 Ang. So penſive, madam: may a man have leave to gue MW lamo! 
at your thoughts? 11 
Luc. You may, Sir, and find i miſtaken. E 
Ang. Matrimony, indeed, is a ſerious thing: the leg Bc 
muſt needs ſeem terrible as you approach nearer and nearer I Ming 
to the precipice. 3 
Luc. Not ſo near, pert Sir, as perhaps you may imagine. IR 
Ang. This would be ill news to Mr. Bellamour, whoſe 3 
impatience mult be great to be poſſeſt of ſo much happineſs 4 
Enter Bellamour, obſerving them. a 
Luc. Whatever Mr. Bellamour's impatience may be, 1 Pe 
ſhall hardly venture any part of my own repoſe to ſatisfy | it, 4 Luce 
. Bellamour joining them. Bel 
1 Bel. And do you think it then ſuch a venture, madam? nkno 
1 Luc. There is no judging of men, Mr. Bellamour, by the care n 
Wii appearances they give themſelves when they court us. : Luc 
„ Bel. Nor of women when they are courted : at leaſt if I Mnocei 
Wit! may compare ſome former encouragements with your indif. Won, 
Wt; ference to day. lila 
' | Ang. [afide.] How my blood riſes at the traytor! adzook; 2 ſineſs 
WW as Sir Toby ſays, I could find in my heart to cut his throa Wn Bel. 
| 1 before her face. Down, down, proud ſwelling heart. os 
1 | Lady Dorimen, and Sir Toby returning. >: - 
|| Sir Toby. My lady has been beſpeaking you, young Luc. 
"i | entleman, to make one in her party this evening at Quad- 1 tha 
. rille: I have anſwered for you, that ſhe ſhall always find yo Bel. 
J a ready gameſter. | ile. 
Ang. I am afraid her ladyſhip will find me an arran vou 
bungler. | 2 i: 
Si our 
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Sir Toby. She'll tcach you, ſhe'll teach you: no body 
underſtands the game better. 
L. Dor. It is always good to have one's party ſo fix'd as 
not to be at a loſs for a gameſter. | 
Ang. Your ladyſhip may depend upon me—as far as I am 
able to perform. 
L. Dor. Mr. Bellamour, your ſervant —* tis pity to in- 
terrupt lovers — let us be convenient, and leave them toge- 
ther! our preſence may conſtrain them : niece, you will nct 
be diſpleaſed to be left alone for a few minutes with Mr. Bel- 
lamour — we'll meet the next turn. | 

[L. Dorimen, Sir Toby, and Angelica walk aſide: 

Lucinda, Bellamour. 

Bel. Cruel woman! why was this letter ſent me this morn- 


theſe 1 


from 


aſide.) 


gueſs 


e lex 
nearer inge 
2 LETTER. | 
[Reads] © You have been too confident of my conſent : preſume 
* no longer upon my aunt's authority. My heart is yet 
« my own, and while it continues ſo, my perſon ſhall ne- 
« ver be diſpoſed of. Come not near me to day. 
[Speaks] Why am I thus abuſed? 
Luc. Come not near me to day—why am I diſobey'd ? 
Bel. If any miſtake has happened; or if in any thing, 
pknowing, I have tranſgreſs'd, may I not be admitted to 
lear my innocence ? 
Luc. To make yourſelf more guilty, is that to clear your 
nocence? let my commands ſeem never ſq unjuſt, or un- 
aſonable, I expect to be obey'd: nay, I will be obey'd : 
hilſt 1 remain miſtreſs, patience, and reſignation is your 
lineſs—when I am your wife, you may have your revenge. 
Bel. Patience, and reſignation, are for fools and abject 


1agine, 
whoſ 
pinels, 8 


isfy it. 


by the 
-aſt if [WY 
r indif. 


.dzooks, 
is throat Ja 


KC ves — I'd have you” to know, madam, you have to do with 
nan 

young 1 Luc. And I'll have you to know, Sir, you have to do 

it Quad- ch a woman. | 

find yu : Bel. By heavens, I find it but too true. Your ſx is all 
adle, unintelligible to the molt piercing, and quick ſight- 

n arram . you are all artifice, and diſguiſe; reſolving, and alter- 


„ without ſenſe or reaſon: inconſtant in your minds, as 
your perſons: as theſe. are ſubje to age, and infirmities, 


F 
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ſo are thoſe to every frivolous intereſt, or idle temptation : 
your love is never ſo well eſtabliſhed, but it is ſacrificed e. 
very hour to your humour, your folly, or your pride —. | 
Luc. Enough, enough, Mr. Bellamour. If this is your 3 m 
opinion of our ſex, how are you to be believed when you 
pretend to love us? How can any thing ſo deformed be be- 
loved? E 
Bel. There is a ſecret enchantment in your perſons which! 
bewitches us to our own deſtruction. Come, come, this my- 3 
ſterious proceeding, madam, mult be better explained: this 
is no time for it: your company return. - 
[L. Dorimen, Sir Toby, and Angelica returning. _ 
You ſhall find, madam, you bave no fool to deal with. [ Eut. Fr 
Luc. And you ſhall find, Sir—that's more than you know, Þ 
L. Dor. What have you been doing to Mr. Bellamour! 
he ſeemed to flounce off in a paſſion. 
Luc. He is in one of his ſplenetie fits: 'tis an affectation 
the men have got to diſguiſe ill-humour, and ill-manners. | 
Ang. He looks indeed, methinks, a little too ſoon with the Þ 
careful face of a marry'd man. 1 
L. Dor. Niece, our hour is come — ¶ Looking at her watch, 
Ang. The park, madam, is ſtill full * 
L. Dor. An invincible neceſſity obliges us at this tim. 
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Sir Toby. We have your leave to make part of you ] 
eircle by and by? com 
L. Dor. I ſhall expect it with pleaſure both from you f 2 
ſelf — and friend — [Caſting an obliging glance at Ang \ 
Snatch'd from myſelf, how far behind f | puta 

« Already I behold the ſhoar ! [Exit with Luc 4 > 
Sir ard . Well, my little friend, how do you like tw Con 
beginning! he h 
Ang. Beyond my hopes — a quarrel already 8 1 of y 
the aunt as coming as I could wiſh!—if I make nothing «| ſingl 
all this — well, dear Sir Toby, I ſee plainly by this go L 
beginning, you will prove a father to me in the end. : 1 but, 
Sir Toby. Odzooks! I love thee as a father loves his om ? [ F 
child. [Embracing her tenderly, ſhe turns aſide, wiping her cu of th 
Ang. O nature! nature! 1 D 
sir Toby. What now, my boy? where ſhall we dine 2 


Ang. Tis too ſoon for dinner. 1 ſee Bellamour mul 


Exit. 
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by himſelf in yond:r walk: a crotchet is come into my head 
Tl! join him, and find you here again. 
Sir Toby. In the mean time I'll look out for a friend to 


make a third with us, till the ſcene opens at lady Dorimen's. 
The end of the firſt att. 


ACT i Se 


SCENE of the park continues. 


FaEDERICK, Diana, MELISSA, DORIN PDA, 
| and MIRANDA. 


Fred. OVE is an nniverſal invader: whatever women 

pretend, they a e all ſenſible alike, only with this 

difference, thoſe whom we call virtuous, have more pride, or 
better (kill, in diſſembling. 

Dia. Fye, brother, upon honour I can't abide you ſhould 

talk ſo: I'll live and die, in the aſſertion, that no woman 


could ever be in love with a man. 


Mel. A man! filthy beaſt — phoh. (Seits. 

Mir. By my troth, you are very nice — [la ] jet me 
never be married, if J have not ſeen proper, handſome fel- 
lows, of all ſorts and ſizes. | 

Dia. Upon honour, ſiſter, ſuch a conkitlc don does not be- 
come the mouth of a young creature of condition, who has 
any regard for reputation. | 

Mir. If one mayn't ſpeak what one thinks —a * for re- 
putation — I won't tell a lye. 

Fred. In a word; one of you, if you * me, muſt love 
courtall. I have lady told you my paſſion for his ſiſter : 
he has.engaged to put me in poſſeſſion of her, whenever ene 
of you four can be prevailed upon to like him. Upon this 
ſingle article depends my life, and all my future happineſs. 

Dia. To fave a brother's life, really, much ſhould be dene: 
but, T take my death, a man is ſtrangely my averſion. 

Fred, This very day he has promiſed to determine, which 
of the four is moſt his inclination 

Dia. Really, brother, as I don't doubt but that I am the 
perſon 


Mel. You the perſon Y 


E 2 
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Mir. Sure he has more wit than to chooſe the oldeſt. 
Dia. Impertinence! the oldeſt! | 
Dor. Dear ſiſters, have patience. Let us know a little 
more of the gentleman's mind before we fall out for him. 5 
Dia. For im! fall out for him! what, for the creature! 
nay then if that can be ſurmiz'd, there's an end, there's an 1 k 
end: I renounce, I renounce — my ſiſters might have an eye 
to the creature — to the thing — but as I am a true virgin, 5 
nothing, but an inordinate deſire to be the inſtrument of a A 
brother's happineſs, could prevail upon me to have any noti- : 
on of cohabitation with a man. hs 
Mir. Don't cry, ſiſter, don't cry — and I'll give you a 
ſugar-plumb. Offering her a handful of fugar- plumbs, which 1 
ſhe ſtrites into the air ; the other picks em up again. p 
Fred. Pray no m:re words. Go home, I know he ex- - 
pects you, Diana, you ate the eldeſt, and ſhould ſhew a good 
example no reply agree amongſt yourſelves, and make me 5 
happy by making Courtall ſo. I follow you. [Exeunt Siſters, 
. the 
How aukwardly we ſtrive to conceal nature! and, how 
apparent are the deſires of theſe. women, in ſpight of their 
affected reli tance! it is as hard to hide a true, as to diſſemble Br 
a feigned paſſion. Exit. of 


SCENE I | f 10 
Sir JOHN AIRY, VAUNTER. | — 
Airy. The porter, who ſlip'd this note into my hand, told 


me, it was given him by a gentlewoman, who ſallied forth g ; bo. 
| from a back-door of one of theſe houſes. L 


| thei 
| Vaunter taking the letter. 8 
| [Vau. reads.] If you will venture your perſon, between fay 
4 the hours of ten and eleven, in the bird-cage walk, 5 
|} * you ſhall be met by one, who will conduct you to * 
| « the happieſt adventure you ever had in your life. gent 
i {Speaks.] Geddemme | hom 
| Airy. I am conſidering who there can be on this Weſt- A 

1 minſter-ſide of the park, whom I have not had already — — ly tl 

| | let me ſee [ Pulling out a pocket-book. 

| | Van. Why all this ſtudying ? don't. we ſtand here under 

we 


eir 


ble 


ALWAYS 


Lucinda's window ? the prettieſt woman in town ; gay, airy, 
coquette, every thing that can feed a lover's hopes. 

Airy. T'gad, that may very well be, She likes me TI 
know—ſhe never ſees me but ſhe laughs full in my face. 

Vau. Hark'e, John, that rather looks like — not likeing 
you, be-gad. | 

Airy. Your pardon for that—if a ſmile is encouraging — 
A plus fort—a laugh. A ſmile is, at beſt, but the diminu- 
tive of a laugh. | | 

Vau. Where-ever IT come, I obſerve ever body laugh; 
and, I'gad, I always took it for an affront. 

Airy. [looking big.] An affront! demme! if I'd take an 
affront from the king. A well-bred man never takes an af. 
front ; but overlooks, with a genteel grace, thoſe little im- 
pertinencies, which ſplenetic, captious coxcombs apply to 
themſelves: to know how to elude, or parry an affront, is 
the tiptop of gallantry, and good-breeding, 

Vau. Dear Jack, how will thou make that out? 

Airy. Why thus : if any rough, unmannerly Sir John 
Brute ſhould take it into his head to offer me the incivility 
of a lye—pray, am I oblig'd to take it? 

Vau. Geddemme ! I'll take nothing from any man than 
I don't care to take. 

Airy. And what is reſenting, but taking it? as a blot is 
no blet till it is hit; an affront is no affront till it is taken, 

Vau. Tis not to be deny'd 

Airy. Suppoſe me now, for example, ſome dreadful, 
bloody-minded colonel [acting both parts.] Here ſtand I— 
there ſtand you—a nice accompliſhed, pretty-fellow—thus I 
accoſt you, —blood and death, Sir, you lye—then you muſt 


ſay, dear Sir, pardonnez moi you mult needs lye under ſome 
miſtake. 
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Lau. Excellent, Tgad!—Lye under a miſtake - ſo by a 
genteel double Entendre, and a pardoxneꝝ moi the lye comes 
home to him again, Ha, ha, ha. | 

Airy. T'gad, juſt ſo—then comes he up to me, more fierce- 
ly than before—how, Sir, not take the lye—then take that 

[Gives Vaunter a great box on the ear. 
Vau. Demme! Jack, that was a little too hard. 
Airy.” *Twas only to ſhew you. 


86 ONCE A LOVER; AND 


Van. Well, what muſt J do then? 
Airy. Why, aſk my pardon —— 9 
Van. Your pardon! geddemme, what! for ſtriking me! I 
Airy. Aye, aye, 'tis civil — I'gad, nothing can be more 
civil. I 
Vau. That's true too—and begad, tis carrying civility as 
far as 'twill go. But now, after all, ſuppoſe this note ſhould 
not come from Lucinda ? 
Airy. It muſt, it ſhall, and can come from nobody elſe. 
Vau. Your reaſon, dear, baronet, your reaſon. 
Airy. Why —becauſe ſhe is the prettieſt woman in town; 
and I, = a ſay it myſelf, —am the prettieſt-fellow. 
[ Admiring himſelf, 
Van. Have I care of that, dear John. One of the pret- 
tieſt-fellows, if you pleaſe. [ Admiring himſelf in the ſame 
manner. 
Airy Sir, I ſay— the prettieſt-fellow— [Turning nm 
pon him, half-drawing. 
Vau. Sir, I ſay —-you lye [ Enccuntering in the ſame ; 
manner. | | ; 5 of 
Airy. You miſtake me, Mr. Vaunter. [After a ſhort pauſe, . 
putting-up. | þ 0 
Vau. You miſtake me too, Sir John, if you go to that. 
Putting up likewiſe. ; 
Airy. O — thou art coupled with a puppy, who p Gl 
carri anger, as the amber, ſweets : which, chaf'd by rub- de 
bing, breathes a warm perfume; and cooling, ſmells no more. 
Vau. O Airy! did I ever think to ſee the day | 
Half crying.——IWipping his eyes. 
But we are friends again [Shake hands, Wl 4 
Now tell me calmly, did'ſt ever ſpeak to her? ; 
Airy. Speak to her-—ha, ha, ha. — ſpeak to her no. If 
all thoſe mute accompliſhments, which form and adorn a , 1. 
pretty-fellow are incapable of moving, what ſi-nifies ſpeak- 
ing? When did'ſt thou know a man, with no other qualifica- 
tion to recommend him, but diſcourſe, well receiv'd by the 
ladies? I have play'd upon the flute to her, ſung to he, and 
danced with her, geddemme, for a whole night ; and never 
ſpoke a word to her. 
Vau. And yet thou can'ſt talk as good ſenſe as another, 
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Airy. I'm too well bred to offend the ladies. 

Vau. To talk to a woman, is one thing; to be talk'd of 
for her, is another: aye, that's the great point. To be 
thought to be happy, creates as much envy, as being really 
ſo: as men moſt delight to be praiſed, where they know 
themſclves to be moſt defective; there is ten times the plea- 
ſure in being talk'd of for one woman we never enjoy'd, than 
for twenty we have. O, if I could but once bring it about 
to ruin the reputation of five or ſix innocent young creatures 
lurd! what a pretty- fellow ſhould I be! [ Srutting. 

Airy. There is nothing ſo caſy — mark me, Vaunter, — 
at church, I fit in the ſame pew; at the play, in the ſame 
box: at the opera, I am the next man to her, never failing 
to lead her out upon all theſe occaſions. In the park, I turn 
as ſhe turns, I go out when ſhe goes out, I drive gently by 
her coach, ſtop as ſhe ſtops, go on ſoftly till ſhe drives by 
again, then gallop, beged, 'till I overtake her once more; 
ogling all the while like a devil — where ſhe alights, there I 
alight too; and, I'gad, ſhe never makes a viſit, but I am 
up-ſtairs as ſoon as ſhe. The world takes notice of theſe 
aſſiduities; my happineſs is whiſper'd in every aſſembly : my 
friends give me joy of my ſucceſs, which I receive with — 
O ged! why ſhould any body think ſo? what could ſhe ſee 
in me? this town is a ſtrange place!—a man can do nothing 
in ſecret—beged, I took all the pains in the world—but theſe 
filly women are always betraying themſelves and thus, ged- 
demme, half-avowing, and half uenying, I palm * up- 
on a woman—ha, ha, ha, 

Vau. Ha, ha, ha. . 

Airy. Well, dear Vaunter, whatever there may be in this 
adventure, thou ſhalt have thy ſhare in it—there is no true 
joy without thee. | | 

Vau. This kindneſs quite overcomes me. But, dear Jack, 
how could you ſay the prettieſt-fellow ? 

Airy. Did I ſay the prettieſt-fellow? ſure J did not. 
Vau. Indeed, you did. | [Piping his eyes. 
Airy. I meant only—as pretty a fellow. An unlucky ac- 


cident, this morning, put me, out of humour—my A 
is loſt — 
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Van. Your Arlequin loſt! I wonder you did not ſtick me 
when I provok'd you ſo. Crying. 
Airy. Well, we will drown that thought in a flaſk of 
Champain. | 
Van. Dear, dear Airy, —upon my ſoul — you are the pret- 
tieſt- fellow | 
Airy. Not I, not I. — dear Vaunter, —'tis you, *tis you. 
Embrace, and kiſs, 
Two women maſk'd, croſſing the ſtage. 

1ſt. Wom. Sir John Airy for my money. 

2d. Wom. Mr Vaunter for mine. 

Yau. Demme, Jack, I think they nam'd us! 
Airy. They paſſing, caſt at us a ſide-long glance —[ 4c- 
co/ting them.] Permit us, ladies, to have the honour to ſay, 
this cuſtom of aflaſſinating hearts in maſquerade, is, by no 
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means, fair play —it is like 
iſt. Wom. What is it like, Sir John? 
Airy. It is like —a dark lanthorn, beged. 
1ſt. Wom. A dark lanthorn, Sir John? 
Airy. That which guides you to give the ſtroke, blinds 
us from ſeeing who gives it. 
iſt. Wom. Prettily imagined. And politely brought off, 
2d. Wom. Indeed, Mr. Vaunter, you don't know me. 
Vau. In ſpight of the cloud which conceals the bright 
beams of the ſun, his warm influence is the ſame: your lady- 
ſhip is to be known, —geddemme — like the coaſt of Arabia 
by the Aromatic ſmell. 
xſt. Wom. Hi, hi, hi. | 
2d. Wom. Hi, hi, hi. [Run out laughing. 
Van. They fly but to be purſued. 
Airy. In love, the victors from the vanquiſh'd fly — 
Sa. They fly that wound. and they purſue who die. 
[Excunt, Jollowing the maſts. 
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BEL LAM U ANGELICA. 


Bel. Your couſin might have ſaved you this errant: an 


ALWAYS A Loro a 


we eſonable dun, when we have nothing to ſpare, is as vex” 

Jing, ; in in love, as in money-matters. 8 

k of 4ng. You own you loved her once; and it is by that 
4 ve ſhe now conjures you, by me, not to give way to any 

pret- - her paſſion, which mult load you with perjury, and her 
ich miſery. 

vou. d. 1 mould be ſorry to make a lady miſerable: but if 

kiſs, change a miſtreſs is perjury, who is innocent? 


Ang. What reaſon can you give for your change? 

Bel. Faith, none at all. Our preſent inclivations are our 
aſters: we wander but as our ſtars lead us; if they are falſe 
phts, and lead us out of the way, let them anſwer for it. 
| Ace ; WM was my fortune to ſee Angelica, and to love her ; it 
as my fortune to be abſent from her, and to forget her: 
Wat is there new in all this? I confeſs, ſhe has beauty, and 
Wt, and virtue, every thing that might fix inclination, if 
Nelination was to be fix'd: but, alas! is there any thing in 
is world but what is mortal? merit, and fortune, DATE been 
er at variance. 
Ang. Fortune can never ſide with fallnood and perjury. 
Bel. You miſtake fortune — fortune is, as it were, an ho- 


ſay, 
y no 


linds 


t of, cal for villany and folly; where all are provided for, whom 
me. 1 ture has maimed, or disfigured: mark every raw, unpo- 
right 6 1 'd cub you meet, you will ſind him ſome minion of for- 
lady- e: and every crooked, ill- favour'd hag, *tis odds, but, ſhe 
rabia MWone diſtinguiſh'd fortune. The children of this world have 


icrent portions, ſome are wiſe, ſome have wit, ſome are 
e, ſome have beauty; but where merit is deny'd, fortune 
hins. ides: fortune is the cordial drop, preſcribed by provi- 
ce, to comfort the worthleſs and undeſerving, for the 
crity and unkindneſs of nature. 


2 
— — 


die. Ang. Is this ſermon all the comfort ſhe is to expect from 
af. 1 - | 
Bel. I would not deal ungently with a lady whom I once 
ed, and ſhall always reſpect: chooſe the ſofteſt terms you 
aſe, and adviſe her as a friend, to forget one, who can- 
oP owning himſelf unworthy of her. 
What you ſay to me, is the ſame thing as if you 
t: an 


%y to herſelf; if ! can make her hate you, depend up- 
it, I will. | 


— 
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Bel. Not hate me, I would not have her hate me: 1, 
T ceaſe to be her lover, I ſhall always be her friend. | 

Ang. Her friend ! | 

Re-enter Airy and Vaunter. | 

Airy. Were ever men ſo miſtaken!—the very refuge J 
the land of Drury-—beged ! | 

Vau. Pox on't — would IJ had my fimiles again: ney 
were the beams of the ſun, and the ſpice of Arabia, ſo 
beſtow'd. 

Airy. Ha! bride-groom of the world, friend Bell, n 
dear, when is the grand operation to be perform'd? to hy 
and to hold for life, what another may divert himſclf a 
for a quarter of an hour, without any tye, is a more ai 
able amuſement, beged, for one's neighbour than one's H 

Vau. Is the man poſſeſs'd? to condemn himſelf for 
the days and nights of his life to one body! to be bound 
ver to change her, tho' ſhe change never ſo much, tho 
grow never ſo old, ſo ſtinking, or ill-favoured. Phoh! WR 

[They hover about him, he ſoifting ſurlily to get au 

Ang. A ſober man, like thee, to change bis life! 

What fury wonld poſſeſs thee with a wife? 
Art thou of every other death bereft ? 
| No knife, no rats-bane, no kind halter left ? 
As my friend Dryden has it. 

Vau. Do not you know? geddemme, let a woman ber 
ver ſo much an angel before enjoyment, ſhe is the devil af 
war ds. f 4 
Airy. But, perhaps, the poor dog has a mind to a ſon ul 
heir, and to ſee himſelf growing up, in a little monkey - i 
repreſentative, But hark'e, friend Bell. Take this Gl 
of another poet's along with you '£ 

Tho' Solomon with a thouſand wives 

To get a wiſe ſucceſſor, ſtrives ; 

But one—and he a fool, ſurvives. 
Geddemme ! | | | 

Bel. Fools and puppies! [Breaks thro em and LH 

Airy. Ha, ha, ha,—art thou gall'd, old Matrimony ! Wl 

Vau. We have firk'd him Ifaith 

Ang. Juſt as if a lion ſhould be baited by baboons. 
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ne: Enter Sir Toby and Philabel. 

. 4 ir Toby. Well, my little friend, how has thy crotchet 
.de: Here is colonel Philabel newly arrived, to make a 
vich vs. | 

efuge icy. No company like five—if you knew the pains Vaun- 

nd 1 bave taken, to break from the ladies, to come to 

5 neue again— no leſs than two ducheſſes in vizard-maſks. 

a, foi "au. No bragęing, dear jack; one of them, you know, 

but a countels. 

Airy. Peereſſes. peereſſes all three peereſſes of the realm. 
g. In buckram dcmino's 

{elf v | g Airy. No, no — like Luna in a vail — I never name 

re ages — but provided it may go no farther—hark'e, Toby, 

ne fü our car. | 

f for Wir Toby. Keep your diſtance— the breath of a rotten beau 

ound BS 1s farther than a wedding, or a brick-kiln: nothing can 

tho'k ſtink it but his ſcandal. 

10h! Wl Airy. Thou'rt always ſo plaguy witty—but let that paſs — 

get cue fool, doſt think, we have been rallying to death? 
Fir Toby. I ſee no fool, here, but Vaunter, and thyſelf. 
” Airy. Thou'lt make me angry one time or other—ged- 
me! with theſe true jeſts. 
| 5 Sir Toby. Geddemme ? thou dar'ſt 1 not be angry —— _ 

| [Lifting his cane at bim. 
iry. Nay, dear Toby, no man alive, you know, is more 

evil aft r bumble ſervant. 1 
ir Toby. Odzooks, when J have ſuch ſervants, they ſhall 

nown by their broken heads. 

"au. Well, for a dry joak, or a quick repartee, may I 

r ſay a witty thing again, if I believe old Toby has his 

DW, 

ing. We have, indeed, had excellent ſport 

ry. By your leave, Vil tell my own merits. You muſt 

= then, Bellamour has been here, under the roſe be it 

en, my cuckold in futuribus; for, as you know, and as 
be world knows, for if it was a ſecret no body could 

and how it came not to be a ſecret, geddemme, if I 

w-—upon theſe occaſions I am always — mum — but wo- 
ee ſtrange indiſcreet things—a man can't be always ſtop- | 
cheir mouths —geddemme 
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ciples 
bout ji 


Van. He ſpeaks like an angel —beged! 

Airy. As I was ſaying then — this ſame Bellamour h; 
be marry'd to Lucinda, lady Dorimen's niece. Nou Phil. 
Lucinda—if I might be permitted to ſay it hum -h ir Tc 

[ {dmiring himſelf with ridiculous ous 

Vau. Aye, beged, Litera ſcripta manet — there's Ly 10% 
for you, old ruſt. | [Clapping Sir Toby on the | 

Sir Toby. And there's Engliſh for you, young brass 

[ Strikes him with his © 

Phil. Why ! you conceited puppies 

| [Hs band upon bis ſun 

Sir Toby, Moths, caterpillars, vermin! —— 

[ Still beating thn 

Airy: You miſtoke us, gentlemen, beged. 

Vau. No men alive are more your humble ſervants 

[ Run u 
Phil. How unhappy are women, whoſe fame dependy 
on the breath of ſuch fools ! 

Ang. Methinks, gentlemen, you are very rough with pr 
ty-fellows. 
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Sir Toby. Pretty- fellows! I liv'd in the plague, andy W 
leſs afraid of peſtilence, than of the familiar impertinene S 
a pert, modern beau. The foplings of my time were vt wil 
bred coxcombs : good manners, like charity, will cov« i phil 
multitude of faults: I hate a buſy, ſawcy, pragmatical, on 

- mannerly puppy. = . 

Phil. Pretty-fellows do you call 'em? pretty apes! pret ? = .. 
baboons! creatures, ſo out of the way of nature, they nil .. 
be ſhewn at wakes and fairs, for monſters. Are theſc yl IRe 
fine gentlemen? Tell me, Sir Toby, are none of the old ſu * 
remaining? It is to be hop'd, at leaſt, that the fair ſex h . 

eſcaped degenerating. Vys t 

Sir Toby. Let us deſcant, my friend, as we pleaſe h fly! 
on the paſt, and the preſent; mankind has been, and ui 'B 
be, ever the ſame: with ſome little variation, as faſbion m of 
change, there will be always the ſame men; minions, who a WM 
with inſatiable thirſt, from the fountain of favour, lll ſit bs 


ling, like ſpunges, beyond what they can hold, the handd 
_ envy gives them a hearty ſqueeze — and, goodnight {puny 
Devotees without piety, friends without friendſhip, wits wi 
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1 ciples—odzooks! halt there or my wit may prove— 
mour i; WF” Py) | | 
nil. The ladies, Sir 1 ladies! 
Nou 
ic Toby. Angels, angels! odzooks, all angels! the 
vous ſet us n examples; the kind give us heavenly 


ſenſe, men of honour without virtue, patriots without 
5 
Pp 


ulons ar 
re's Lil 


„ eon this one only bleſſing heav'n might raiſe, 
e Vat 


braſs WS: In lands of Atheiſts, ſubſidies of Rs 
þ his cli * 
| i. I know, Sir Toby, no man alive has ſtudy'd the 
Js fo : more than you. | 
Fir Toby. No, Sir, nor enter'd deeper — let me tell you. 
ting th 2 phil. As I find Lucinda, I ſhall judge of the reſt — but 
e heard ſome odd ſtories in my abſence. 
ant Clever appearing. | 
Bu ir Toby. See an informer for your purpoſe, Mrs. Clever 
epenkl Lise you the beſt intelligence of that. For my part, I 
no teller of tales. 
ev. Noble colonel, welcome from the camp. 
bil. My old friend, Mrs. Clever, I am overjoy'd to ſee 
l was juſt enquiring after your young lady: they tell 
inal lam returned in good time to dance at her wedding. 
wn ler. At her wedding! that's juſt as you pleaſe. This 
_ | > will better inform you. a 
ici H Phil. reads.] * Be not ſurpriz'd at any diſcourſe you may 
bear of me in tun: I am the ſame you left me, and 


Hall be glad to find no alteration in you. If you think 


with pe 


„ and i 


es! p b 5 

hey ni tit worth your while, you may ſee me this evening at 
. jo n aunt's. This is her day. Adieu. 

- old fo If aks,] If this return is ſincere, how came Bellamour ſo 


received 1 in my abſence? 

ley, Why, don't you know, the beſt-received are not 

pleaſe s the moſt welcome; and the civilities a lady may out- 
_— ily ſhew to one man, may be meant to cover private 

Mons 9 eſpondence with another? Bellamour! no, no, ſhe'll have 
5 " of your Bellamours. 

; Ing. [aſide] Fortune, I adore thee—there needs no kill 


ll hl 
_ lay * cards but one trick more, and the game's my 


at ſpun! 
wits wid 


r ſex ha 


here? He's moſt deſperately in love with lady Dorimen 
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Sir Toby. What ſay you, Mrs. Clever, to my little ffn 
| a g Sir 1 
Clev. That's deſperate indeed—alas! widows have 
ſtomachs : ſach a chick is not half a mouth-ful. In one} 
more, my lady will be ready, you may then make) 
viſit. She expects you, Sir Toby, a litile before, ah 
toilet. 1 
Phil. Dear Clever, tell my charming Lucinda, I haben 
ver ceaſed to adore her; and will not fail te throw myk 
at her feet, ſince I have her leave for it. 
Ang. As much a chick as you take me to be, your ly 
thall find me a true cock of the game—and fo you may i 
her. | 
Clev. Alack! alack! believe me, young gentleman, ſi 
tender tit-bits can only ſerve for a little picking at the! 
courſe, after one has had a ſubitantial bellyful before. 
ſo, your ſervant. | [Ex 
Sir Toby. Well ſaid, Clever, thou know'ſt the differen 
betwixt a fur-loin, and a ſweet-bread. 
Phil. Now let's adjourn where I may ſhift this ruſty cin 

equipage; and fit myfelf for love, and the ladies. 

Thus, hero-like, we from the wars remove, 
To crown our toils, and ſtill that crown is love, 

The end of the ſecond aft. 


Ac Tm. SCENE L 


Lady DoRIMEN at her toilet, finiſhing her dreſs: wal 
women, pages, valets de chambres attending, all employ 
in ſome way, or other. Women with ſtuffs, Chi 
ware, etc. 


That! 
1ſt \ 
you | 
Sir 
Jes, f 
e bot 


du? | 


ble. 
9 ze NO 


Enter CLEVER, 

Clever. 8 IR Toby, madam, is juſt coming up: your ii 
tants will ſurprize you before you are ready. 

1ſt. Wom. Be pleas'd to diſmiſs us, madam, before 
Toby comes up. 
2d. Wom. We had rather loſe our money, than be t 
poſed to his redicule. [acting up their bund 


* 


ALWAYS ALOE , ay 


Enter Sir Toby. 
Sir Toby. Th? adorning thee with ſo much art, 
Ts but a barbarous ſkill ; 
"Tis like the poyſoning of a dart, 
Too apt before to kill. 
hat! always theſe pedlars at your toilet! ! 
iſt Wom. Pedlars! no more than your worſhip's a pimp, 
you go to that | | 
© cir Toby. The orange-women ſwear they'll pull out your 
es, ſince a note in a tea-pot is found more ſecure than at 
your le bottom of a baſket of fruit. 
u may .4 Wom. You'd have the whole trade to yourſelf, would 
I ou? pray, madam, bid Mrs. Clever diſcharge us. 
1. Dor. Give them their money: my purſe is upon the 
ble. But hark you, Mrs. Janoway, for the future, bring 
LY nothing but "Oe Indian I abominate your Dutch trum- 
1 | ; 
Wom. Thank you, kind madam, | 
[ Exeunt with their bundles. 
L. Dor. Set Sir Toby a chair—and wait within call. | 
Servants retire : Sir Toby ſits : lady Dorimen during 
the couverſation adjuſting herſelf, from time to time, 
before her glaſs. 
dir Toby. Your little gameſter, madam, will be here in- 
antly: he is ſo charmed with your ladyſhip, faith, if you 
re not merciful, the poor thing will pine, and die. 
1. Dor. It is much for a lady's honour to have a lover die. 
Sir Toby. Let thoſe dic who are not worth ſaving. But 
| emplo Wis is the gentleſt youth, as tender, and loving, as your 
s, Chu ird; and it would be as much pity he ſhould come to any 


arm. 
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L. Dor. He is — ſo very young. 

WY Sir Toby. Why, fo much the better, you may train him, 
your nd inſtruct him in your own way; and as he grows up, you 
ready. ill find him improve upon your hands. 

before L. Dor. But theſe young things are at firſt ſo — I don't 
ov how—fo aukward—one is ſo put to it. 

1an wy . Sir Toby. Ways and means muſt be uſed: an inſinuat- 
ir bunk e glance with the eye, a gentle ſqueeze by the hand, or 
: 2dzooks! if women, thro' affectation; and men, thro' 
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reſpect, keep at diſtance ; how the devil ſhould they ey 


come together? come, come, this is an age of improvement 
the ladies know better things. 

L. Dor. I bluth for the follies of my ſex. 

Sir Toby. Then there is the ſecret of ſecrets, the neye. 
failing elixir of love 

L. D or. Elixir of love! heavens ! what's that? pray, 9 
Toby, keep within bounds. 

Sir Toby. Adzooks, madam, I can hold my tongue. 

IL. Dor. No, no, what is it? Lord, don't you be fo peeviſh, 

Sir Toby. Then, this ſecret of ſecrets, is the golda 
ſpecific, called a penſion, or ſettled ſalary. Its operation 
are wonderful; it fixes inconſtancy itſelf : every man is te 
to his intereſt, whatever he would be to his miſtreſs. 

L. Dor. I hope your friend, Sir Toby, is none of thoſ 
mercenary creatures. 

Sir Toby. I don't ſay he is: but, now and then, a di 
mond-ring, or a gold ſnuff-box, are pretty provocatives. 

L. Dor. Can men of quality give themſelves up ſo odiouly 
for money? O horrid ! 

Sir Toby. Excuſe me, madam, from telling you all tht 
men of quality. will do for money. 

Enter page. 

Page. Colonel Philabel, and a young gentleman with him, 
are below, enquiring for Sir Toby. 

Sir Toby. {riſing.] I'll go down, and entertain them, 'til 
you are ready to receive your company. I muſt aſk your 
pardon afterwards for one half-hour — J have another ſmall 
affair upon my hands. 

L. Dor. You are always employ'd in ſome charitable office 
but be ſure you come: it will be an empty circle without 
you. [ Riſing from her toili. 

| [Exit Sir Toby. 
Clever, give me one of my laſt new fans — no, not that— 
another —aye, this. 

Clev. What ſhall we do with Sir John, madam ? he hal 
your note as directed, | 

L. Dor. I had forgot that, in the hurry of this new inclins- 
tion—why — keep bim in play, or diſmiſs him, as accident 
may . young thing may commit over: ſights. 


Cle. 
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Clev. True, madam 


1e ever 


| youth has its inconveniencies, as 
vemetnt! 


more buckets the better. | | | [ Exeunt. 


1C Never. 


SCENE IL 


Diana, MELISSA, MIRANDA, and DoRINDA: CoxN- 
STANTIA ſeemizg in courtſhip with them all. 


Pray, W 


gue, 

peel. Conſt. Toy ſalutes me when IJ ſet 

golden My bleſ'd eyes on Amoret; 

rations But with wonder JI am ſtruck, 

1 is true hen T on the others look. 

: How is it poſſible to chooſe one, when all are engaging 

of tho: alike? When I incline to the prudence, and nice honour of 
Diana, Meliſſa interpoſes, with a grace and an air, which no 

„a di mortal can reſiſt: and, when Meliſſa gets ground, Miranda 

ves. confounds me with the frankneſs of her humour, and her 

odiouſ un- affected ſincerity: and ſo on to the charming Dorinda, 
who with one glance of her bright eyes, can turn my ſlcet- 

all that 11g heart which way ſhe pleaſcs. 

| Dor. Sure Cupid ſhot the gentleman with a blunderbuſs! 

WT four ſuch dreadful wounds could never have been made with 
ith hin, WY a dart. 

= Dia. I profeſs, I bluſh to propoſe ſuch an expedient as 

m, itil : a—tete a tete — but J vow and proteit — tho” 1 am almoſt 
ſk vou aſham'd to name it—the likelicſt way to know his mind r-al- 
er ſmall NI, and truly — would be to diſcourſe with him—in parti- 

cular, | 
le office: BR Mel. Upon my honour, ſiſter Di--—has obſerv'd with great. 
without Wl penetration — the gentleman might be more direct if we took 
er toilet. our turns to be alone with him in private. 
r Toby. ; Conſt. [aſide.] Marry, heavens forbid ! | 
that— Wn Dor. Fye, ſiſters, ſure your prudence and nice honour 

Would never permit you, really,. and truly, to be left alone 

he hal : with a man, 

Di.. Really, and truly, you are ſuperlatively confident— 
inclinz: ? It would become you, not to forget the reſpect due to an el- 
ccidents Wi der ſiſter. 

91 : Mir. [bantly] Look'e, ſiſter Di—yon are always harpin* 
Cid, : 8 


well as its conveniencies — when the houſe is on fire — che 
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upon ſeniority but you'd be loth I ſhou'd tell really, and 
truly——how old you are. 

Dia. [furiouſly] Get you gone, huſſy to your es TO 
go. 

Mir. [ſings] Ancient Phyllis has young graces. 

Conſt. I beſeech you, ladies, let this debate go no far. 
ther — I have an expedient ready, to fatisfie all. Here are 
four notes directed to cach of you; three of them are blanks, 
the fourth is the benefit-ticket. Theſe you ſhall deliver to 
your brother the moment J am gone, who ſhall tell you my 
mind, ſparing me the confuſion. 

Dia. No, no, — upon honour——I will be ſatisfied no o- 
ther way but by word of mouth. 

Mir. [bluntly, after her uſual way mocking her.) Fen let 
her have it by word of mouth—if he but look in her mouth, 
he will find the mark worn out: he had need of good teeth 
for ſuch a tough bit——really, and truly 

Dia. VII make an example of — —1 will 
I will 

[Diana flying furiouſly at her — Miranda fakes an orange out 

of her pocket, and ſtands in a poſture of defiance. 

Mir. Touch me if you dare—if you dare 

Conſt. [znterpoſing] Dear Diana, be ſatisfied. [To her apart] 
How ſimply they will all look, when it appears you arc the 
perſon ! 


Dia. Well Mr. Courtall, you will have your own way — 


Takes the notes, ſmiling, as ſatisfied. 
Conſt. Miranda, be pacify'd. {Afide to her.] In this lit- 
tle bit of paper you will find encloſed my very heart and ſoul. 


Mir. To the charming Miranda—O charming! charming 


[Reading the ſuperſcription, kiſſes the note, and junifs, 
| overjoy'd, putting it in ber boſom. 


Conſt. Meliſſa, this is yours. [aſide to her] Keep it ſafe. 


beware of counterfeits —— = 


Squeezing her by the hand, then turns aſide to Dor.] Love- 
ly! Dorinda aſide] tho? laſt, not leaſt— the prize of beau- 


ty can be only yours. 
Aloud. How hardly does this tyrant cuſtom bind, 
* Forc'd to chooſe One, to All alike inchn'd. 


[ Exeunt. 


An 
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SCENE III. 


An apartment at lady DoR1MEn's, illuminated according 
to cuſtom : chairs placed in order for viſitants : ſervants 
waiting at a diſtance. Mrs. CLEVER, and a page, ſtand- 
ing at a tea-table, ſerving tea. Several other tables ſet 

out for gaming. Some of the viſitants attentive to the 
muſic, others at plav. When the muſic ceaſes, they diſ- 
perſe, and go off without ceremony, ſome one way, and 
ſome another. | 


L. DoRIM EN, LUCINDa, ANGELICA, PHILABEL, ſcat- 
ed, drinking tea, and attentive to the muſic. 


A ſhort CoN c ERT, vocal and inſtrumental, 


8 
. 


CLOE's the wonder of her ſex, 
Tis well her heart is tender ; 
How might ſuch killing eyes perplex, 
With virtue to defend her!“ 

„„ 
But nature, graciouſly inclin'd, 
With liberal hand to pleaſe us ! 


— —.-vknᷓn! . 


ut 


— 2 7 7x7 ˙ . —˙ Ir y — 


ed, Has to her boundleſs beauty join'd | | 
lit- A boundleſs bent to eaſe us. | 
NE. The muſic ceaſing. F 
2 Ang. Muſic ſo ſoftens, and diſarms the mind, 

fs, 


* That not one arrow can reſiſtance find. 

L. Dor. You are a wit, I perceive, Sir. 

Ang. If my wit were to be meaſur'd by my reſpe& for 
your lady ſhip. I might very juſtly ſet up for one of the firſt 
rate, 

L. Dor. So young a flatterer! 

Ang. You are fo ſecure from Ys. madam : the dif- 
ticulty lies in doing you juſtice. 

L. Dor. Men are ſuch diſſemblers! | 
G 3 


unt. 


100 ONCE A LOVER; AND 


Enter Page. 

Page. My lady Silence, madam. 

Enter lady Silence: lady Dorimen riſes to receive her. 

L. Dor. A fauteuil for lady Silence. 

[Lady Silence takes her place, and ſits in a fig, ferm. 
al way, without ſaying a word. 

| A pauſe — looking at one another for a little tine, 

Luc. A pinch of your ſnuff, Mr. Philabel. 

Phil. At your ſervice, madam. 

L. Dor. Will your ladyſhip drink any tea? 

L. Sil. [3luntly] It gives me the cholic, madam. 

| [Another parſe, 

L. Dor. Mr. Philabel, you us'd to be well-inform'd : what 
new diverſions may be preparing for the town? | 

Phil. 1 am but a new-comer, madam, I have been told 
of a ſociety of prudes, who meet upon certain days for the 
reformation of manners, in oppoſition to a femal club of a 
contrary character. The firſt point under conſideration, was 
how to ſuit our language to the modeſty of the fair ſex, by 
retrenching ſuch ſyllables in certain words, names, or titles, 
as might bear an immodeſt interpretation. 

L. Dor. A dictionary of that kind might be of great help: 
J muſt needs ſay, I have been often put to the bluſh at the 
pronunciation of certain words. 

Phil. Another important abuſe under correction is, the 
nudities upon fans, which inflame the imagination, at tlc 
ſame time that they refreſh the face. | 

Luc. Ridiculous creature! 

L. Dor. I know a lady, who ſhall be tel whoſe 
fans are always painted with filthy, naked figures; and yet 
is ſo ſcrupulous, ſhe would not, for the world, be ſcen in 
Chelſea-Reach upon a ſummer's evening. My lady Silence, 

is not this true? 
lady Silence only anſwering with an affected ſmile, riſes t 
take her leave: lady Dorimen offering to conduct her. 
L. Sil. Not a ſtep farther, madam. 
L. Dor. I beſeech you, madam. 
L. Sil. You forbid me your houſe, madam. 
L. Dor. If you command me, madam. 


Page. Lady Silence's ſervants, — [Exit lady Silence. 


En 


at 


. 


me, 


nee. 


before I had ſeen ſo much as your name upon my liſt 
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L. Dor. * Silence more dreadful than ſevereſt ſounds. 
[Returning to her ſeat— Re-enter page. 
Page. Lady Prate-apace, madam. 

Enter lady Prate-apace, who runs in a burry to lady Dorimen, 
ſaluting her on both cheeks, —then throws herfelf with a neg- 
ligent air, into a fauteuil. 

L. Prate. Let me die, my dear, if I thought to find you 
at home — how came you not to be at the new play? 

L. Dor. You know, madam | | 
L. Prate. Yes, madam, I know this is your day — but 


upon ſo extraordinary an occaſion ! — 


Luc. Is there any thing fo extraordinary, — in a 
new play? 

L. Prate. Dear Lucinda!—When is the nuptial FED to 
be open'd? Let me die, if there can be any thing ſo immodeſt, 
as this lawful way, as they call it, of putting a woman to 
bed to a man, with ſo much ceremony, and noiſe: the harm- 
leſs, innocent creature, who follows inclination, filently, 
quietly, and naturally, with ſome dear man, whom lhe loves 


more than her life, is loaded with a thouſand reproaches, and 


cenſures: but the confident thing, who is not aſham'd to be 
dreſs'd-out, and led forth publicly, like a beaſt for ſacrifice, 
to join hands with ſome filthy fellow, whom in her heart, 
the abhors, is reſpeted, and honour'd. To make one's ſelf 
happy, is called, throwing one's ſelf away: to make one's 


ſelf miſerable, is acting the prudent part—let me die, if any 


thing can be ſo unnatural, inconſiſtent, and prepoſt'rous! 
Phil. The great heireſs, who ſuffers herſelf to be ſold by 
her guardians to ſome rich, over-grown booby, for all her life 
long, is dignify'd with the vertuous title of wife: the miſer- 
able girl, who has no portion but ſome ſmall ſtock of beauty, 


and is forced, by meer neceſſity, to ſell herſelf but for a 


quarter of an hour-—is, God knows what! 

I. Prate. Spoke, let tne die, like a man of honour and 
conſcience — who has ſome — religion —in him. I take it 
mortally ill, Mr. Philabel, to meet you here in a third place 


you have made a glorious campaign — I knew *twould be fo 
when once we had an Engliſh general to lead Engliſh valour— 
/ G 3 
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let me die, madam, I never ſaw ſo pretty a ſtuff — French 
to be ſure— Gautier, or Galpin. 

I.. Dor. Entirely Engliſh, madam, I can content myſelf 
with what my own country affords. 

L. Prate. O fye, madam !— You ſhall never perſuade 
m2—you can have ſo ill a taſte. Mrs. What- <a em — 
pray favour me with a diſh of tea. 

Clev. [afide] Tis time (he ſhould have eb to ſtop 
her mouth. 

[Brings her a diſh of tea: in receiving it ſhe drops her 
fan ; in catching to ſave it, the cup is ſpilt in her 
lap. 

L. Prate. O gad! 

L. Dor. I am ſorry, madam 

L. Prate. Nothing, nothing, madam— tea never ſtains— 
another cup, if you pleaſe. [Wiping herſelf. 

| They bring her another cup, which ſhe ſips between whiles, 

as ſhe goes on in ſpeaking. 


But as I was ſaying — the play, ladies, the play —- there : 
will be excellent diverſion --a ſtrong party is engag'd to cry 


it down--'tis given out -- the author is a mal- content, and, 
good or bad down it muſt go - and that he is impertinent -- 


upon the ladies, and the government; -- what have theſe ſerib- 


bling puppies to do with the follies-- of women -- or mini- 
ſters - Are there not ridiculons things enough in the world — 
to expoſe, -- without meddling with them? 

Luc. Perhaps, madam, all this may be meer malice. It 
ſcems a little cruel, to reſolve before-hand to condemn a 
poor author before his cauſe is brought to a fair hearing. 

Ang. We ſpread ourſelves in different diviſions, all over 
the houſe; ſome in the pit, ſome in the boxes; others in 
the galleries; ſometimes whiſtling, ſome-times ſinging ; al- 
ways noiſy, till the andience is in an uproar: ſome laugh, 
and clap ; ſome hiſs, and are angry: ſwords are drawn: the 


actors interrupted : the ladies {cream : the ſcene's broke off — 


and, the play ſent to the devil. 
[Lady Prate-apace having gazed eagerly upon Angelica 
all the white ſhe was ſpeaking. 
L. Prate. [aſide.] Let me die! A charming boy! Pray, 
dir, how came I never to have ſeen your face before? 


out 
fro 


mu 


7 
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Ang. My misfortune, madam. 

L. Prate. I beſeech you, Sir, — let me aſk you — you 
talk ſo learnedly of the ſtage did you ever write ? 

Ang. A ſonnet, or ſo, madam. My humble muſe never 
pretends to riſe higher than from the ſhadow of a * s hoop, 
to the ſun-ſhine of her bright eyes. 

L. Prate. Shadow, and ſun-ſhine! very pretty, let me 
dic! Come then, ſing me one of thoſe ſonnets of your own 
making. 


Ang. Sings: addreſſing herſelf to lady Prate-apace. 


S 0 N 


So well Corinna likes the joy, 

She vows, ſhe'll never more be coy, 
She drinks eternal draughts of pleaſure ; 

Eternal draughts do not ſuffice: 

Ah ! give me, give me more, ——ſhe cries, 
'Tis all too little little meaſure. | 


L. Prate. [repeating.] So well Corinna likes the joy 
Dear charming joy ! 

Ang. But this way of ſonnets, is an old, beaten, worn- 
out faſhion of gallantry——a friend of mine has lately brought 
from Paris a love-dance! 

L. Prate. Extravagantly new ! the motions of a love-dince 
muſt needs be ſuperlatively pathetic, and emphatical. 

Ang. For example, thus 

Riſes, and puts herſelf in a poſture of dancing lady Prate- 

apace does the ſame. The following ſpeech to be ſpoken © 

dancing, L. Prate-apace humouring it too, with motions 

on her ſide. 
** With a ſoft eaſie ſlide --T make a ſtep towards your heart -- 
then gently -- advancing -- with a languiſhing air -- I ap- 
** proach yon -- thus -- *till moving by degrees - from Fleu- 
rette, to Fleurette -- with a bold - irreſiſtable capriole -- 
„ 1 leap at once into your arms. 

Lady Prate-apace receives her with open arms. 

L. Prate. O the raviſhing thing! Encore ---- Encore ---- 

Come, let's do that again. | 
L. Dorimen riſes with an air of uneaſineſs. 
6 4 


— 


104 Oo NCEALOVER; AND 


L. Dor. Give me leave, madam, to ſay, ſuch lively re. 
preſentations —— . | 

L. Prate. Lively, madam! let me die, if any thing can 
be more killing — O! I could ſtay for ever with this dear, 
cn:crtaining, enchanting creature | | 

Enter Page. 5 

Page. The counteſs of Kettle-drum is below in her coach, 
waiting for lady Prate-apace. She deſires your ladyſhip's ex- 
cuſe for not m—_ up, for fear of being too late for the 
play, 

L. Prate. I come, I come. 

Phil. The counteſs of Kettle-drum! 

L. Prate. Where have you lived, not to know the coun- 
teſs of Kettle-drum? I'll give you her picture. Tho' her 
eyes are no ſtars, her checks repreſent the full-moon : ſhe 
bears two ſuch enormous globes upon her breaſt, as would al- 
moſt break a porter's back: which, when diſplay'd, in full 
nakedneſs, down to her waiſt let me die—you can ſcarce 
tell, if you {ce her before or — behind. 

Re-enter Page. 
Page. The counteſs, madam, is coming up. 

L. Prate. So --- ſhe comes in perſon to finiſh the reſt of 

the deicription -- or, rather --- to ſhew, lhe is not to be de 


Exit Page. 


ſcribed. 


addreſſing herſelf, with ridiculous formality to 
lady Dorimen. 

Countcſs. I preſume upon your ladyſhip's candour to ex- 
cuſe the --- impoliteneſs --- of this intruſion --- but 1 know, 
when lady Prate-apace's tongue is in exerciſe 

L. Prate, Dear Counteſs --- let me die --- I ſtaid only to 
ſound your praiſes. 

Couuteſs. Well, well --- are you ready now? As I was 
ſaying, dear madam, --- the impropriety of this abrupt in- 
truſion, with no other circumſtance, but to abſtract a perſon 


Euter Counteſs 


from your circle - 
L. Dor. It would, indeed, have been more obliging, ma- 

dam, if your deſian had been to have added to it. 
Counteſs. Your lady ſhip is fo nice a judge, --- and ſo ex- 

act an obſcrver of all the conſiſtencies of decorum 
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L. Prate. Counteſs --- in this embarraſs of "cn you 


forget you was in haſte. 


Counteſs. If to make you ten viſits for one here-after, 
may be any atonement ——— 

L. Dor. I beſeeeh you, madam, not to think of it. 

Counteſs. You confound me, madam, with ſuch unmerit- 
ed condeſcenſion ---|[ To L. Prate.] Lady Prate-apace, where 
are you? Dear madam, let me beſcech you not to incom- 


mode yourſelf with looking after us --- no ceremony, dear 


madam, no ceremony --- this was no viſit --- this was no 
viſit --- 


Waddles out as firſt as ſhe can. Lady Prate-apace, who 


had been coquetting a part with Angelica, catches ber ty 
the hand. 

L. Prate. New acquaintance, --- come, lead me to the 
coach. [L. Dorimen catching her by the other hand, 

L. Dor. Your pardon, madam, --- not fo neither. 

L. Prate. Your pardon too, dear madam. 

| | [Letting go her bold. 
Let me die ---I have miſtaken the Carte du pais. —— 
[ Aſide, hurrying out. 

L. Dor. Adieu tongue --- and udder --- was ever ſuch a 
giddy, confident creature ſeen ? 

Phil. Or ſuch a monſtrous, over-grown porpoiſe, upon dry 
ground? Her ſides would yield more oil than a whale. 

Luc. As ſhe ſtrain'd for compliments, the ſweat ran ſtream- 
ing down her boſom, like a rivulet between two mountains. 

| Enter Servant. 

Servant. Sir Toby Tickle, madam, and Mr. Bellamour. 

L. Dor. Bring them in --- but hark'e --- take care that I 
am now deny'd to every body elſe. 

Enter Sir Toby, and Bellamour. 

Mr. Bellamour, your ſervant --- Sir Toby, you have not 
been a man of your word: you have loſt the rareſt diverſion! 

Sir Toby. We met ſome part of it, madam. The Coun- 
teſs heav'd into her coach, with little Prate-apace by her ſide, 
like the ſign of the ſquirrel and elephant--0dzooks! in ſqueez- 


ing in, her lady ſhip's bubbies had like to have broke the fore- 
ola. 
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Angelica aſide to Bellamour. 

Ang. Mr. Bellamour, have you conſider'd better upon what 
we diſcours'd of this morning? . 

Bel. You had my anſwer --- Il be troubled no more up. 
on that ſubject. 

Ang. Then thank yourſelf for the conſequences. 

[ Addreſſing herſelf to L. Dorimen, 

The reſpef, madam, which I have for your ladyſhip, and 
my triend Sir Toby 

Bel. Hark'e, youngſter 


Apart to one 
another, 


Ang. You know the conditions 
Bel. I'll cut your throat 
Ang. Well then — [ Aloud, 

Bel. Hold! — or, by heavens [Apart 10 her, 

Ang. By heavens as much as you pleaſe. { Aloud.} This 
gentleman, this very Mr. Bellamour, who now has the con- 
fidence to make his addreſſes to this young lady 

Bel. Well, Sir, what of that? 

Ang. Made the ſame to a daughter of your's, Sir Toby, 
call'd Angelica, whom you may remember to have left, in 
her cradle, to the care of an old aunt, who is ſince dead. 

Sir Toby. I remember it well—to my ſhame be it ſpoken, 

Ang. Not pretenſions that were diſhonourable, but con- 
firm'd by vows and oaths. 

Bel. Vows, and oaths, are like counters at play, we ſet 
up with them, but they go for nothing when the game's over, 

Luc. A very decent declaration! I am glad I know the 
value of yours. 

Ang. In ſhort, mutual faith was promis'd, and they were 
ſolemnly contracted. 


L. Dor. How, contracted! and make love to my niece! 


Luc. Baſe man! 

Sir Toby. Young man, how came you not to tell me this 
ſtory before? 

Ang. I waited only for an opportunity to convict him 
face to face, in the preſence of my lady. 

Bel. This fooling, Sir, ſhall not paſs 

Ang. Juſt as you pleaſe, Sir, for that 

Phil. Stand to your charge, young gentleman : fear no 
threats, I am your friend. 


Bel. 
3 
Bel. 


the crii 
even in 


ter. 


not be 
race: 
Norma 
Roman 
„ 
your f. 
Luc 
Bel. 
on, ye 
falſe, 
ever | 
able. 
Luc 
whene 
Bel 
ſmoot! 
danc'd 
have 
ſenſe; 
goes d 
Om 
Bel 
charm 
ſoft, ; 
own 1 
Ph 
Be 
Ph 
Be 
colon 
L. 
noiſe 
pours 


ALWAYS A LOVER. vs 


| Bel. Who are you, Sir? [Their hands upon their ſwords. 
L. Dor. No quarrelling here, I beſeech you. 

Bel. Well, ſince it muſt out — I own it, and where is 
the crime? The change is juſtify'd by the temptation. Change, 
even in religion, is allow'd, when we are convinc'd of a bet 
ter. 

Sir Toby. But you ſhall not be allow'd it: the girl ſhall 
not be abus'd—the Toby Tickles are an ancient, honourable 
race: we were here before your Saxons, your Danes, or your 
Normans: odzooks! the Toby-Tickles came in — with the 


vhat 


- Up: 


nen, 
and 


os Romans. 
L. Dor. Barbarous, perfidious creature! let me never ſee 
loud, your face again in my houſe—O! I can't endure him. 
her, Luc. Such horrid perjury is not to be excus'd. 
This Bel. After my vows to you, had I engag'd in a new paſſi- 
con- on, you might have accuſed me with juſtice: now, if I am 
falſe, tis for your ſake: 'tis you who make me ſo; what- 
ever I have been to others, to you my faith has been inviol- 
oby, able. 5 
, in Luc. Who can be falſe to one, will be ſo to another, 
id. whenever his pleaſure, or his intereſt tempts him. 
ken. Bel Confeſs the truth, and lay aſide diſguiſe. This airy, 
con- ſmooth, conceited thing, this woman's trifle, has ſung, or 
danc'd himſelf into your heart gods! gods! what appetites 
+ have women! and who can fix them! Now, for men of 
Ver, ſenſe; and then, for coxcombs: every thing is refus'd, or 
„the goes down, juſt as the minute proves which we lay hold of 
Imnes. Ha, ha, ha. All laugh. 
were Bel. What could you ſee, in this effeminate thing, to 
charm you? There's woman's vanity again — ſhe never ſees a 
jece! ſoft, affected fop, but ſhe is pleas'd with the reflection of her 
own image ; and admires herſelf in every fool that ſhe meets. 
> this Phil. -You are rude, Sir. 
Bel. Rude! Sir 
him Phil. Aye, rade—Sir—that's Engliſh. 
Bel. You are an aſs, Sir—or is it your bully here, - your 
colonel | | 


L. Dor. I can endure this odious/ railer no longer: his 
r no noiſe is got up into my head: I am ready to die with va- 
pours—let us go in, and leave him to rave by himſelf. 
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—— 


| l Ang. We wait on your ladyſhip. 1 
j | Bel. [to Ang.] I ſhall find a time, Sir. = 
j l Ang. What time you pleaſe, Sir. 1 
Wi. Phil. [to Bel.] We ſhall meet at another place, Sir. ay 
1 Bel. Any place, Sir, whenever you think fit. Con 
"bg Sir Toby. [with the air of an old bully.) This ſword, $i, 2 
1 has fought for church, and king] wear it ſtill—you under 3 
Wil ſtand me | my 
1 Luce. Mr. Bellamour, could you not compoſe yourſelf ty ” 
i | make one with us in a party of Quadrille ? Whenever I hart ay 
N | a good hand, I will be ſure to call you for my king. my 
1 Bel. I will wiſh you ſome luck, madam. May you he 55 
if | always flatter'd, and always loſe: may you never think yo ogy 
j | have a ſure game, but be diſappointed by a better. 
4 | Luc. A little hellebore would do the gentleman no harm, " 
. Sir Toby. Straw, ſtraw, and darkneſs — odzooks! the or 0 
10 man's ſtark mad. ¶Exeunt all but Bellamour, M 
| 1 Bel. Mankind from Adam have been womens fools, = 
Wo „Women, from Eve, have been the devils tools: 
1 « Heav'n might have ſpar'd one torment when we fell, _ 5 
14 * Not left us woman, or not threaten'd hell. a x 
| if The end of the third af, M 
3h f | F 
fl ACTIN SCENE IL * 
1 , | or 
{| FREDRICK ſurrounded by his SISTERS. 
a Fred. P interrupt me — where: exer _ 
i the lot falls, let the reſt be contented, and ſilent. fam 
"bi | Opens a note, and reads. _ 
| Meliſſa is beautiful —— 3 
Mel. I told you ſo-—I knew *twas I L 
Fred. Good ſiſter, forbear. \ 
[Reads.] Miranda is good-humour'd—— \ 


Mir. That's I, —that's I-— | | [Fumfping: 
Fred. Patience. [Reads.] Dorinda is adorable — but it i 
Diana ouly, who poſſeſſes my heart. 
Let none reply—Diana's is the lot. 
Mel. Diana's is a cheat, a counterfeit—he vow'd to me, 
he could not endure her: he fore-warn'd me of counterfeit 
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Fred. We are to ſtand to what he has written. 

Mel. I ſay, ſiſter Di's is a trick. 

Dia. I ſay you are a lying, confident creature. 

Fred. Meliſſa, be ſatisfy'd — there are more men beſides 


Courtall. 


Dor. Dear brother, open the reſt of the notes forn our com- 


mon ſatisfaction — Courtall aſſur'd me, they were all blanks 
but mine. 

Mir. And me too — and that his very heart, and ſoul, 
were mine. 

Fred. Any thing for a quiet life. This is your's, Me- 


| liſa. [Reads.] Diana is diſcreet. Miranda, etc. TROY 


etc. But Meliſſa only has my heart 
Mel. Did not I tell you ſo — I knew fiſter Di's was a 
counterfeit. 
Dia. Tis your's is a counterfeit—T'll tear your eyes out 
for this trick. 155 
Mel. You tear my eyes out! Frederick interpoſes. 
Fred. Dear ſiſters, be quiet — I ſuſpect ſomething — let 
me examine the reſt—[ Reads io himſelf.] How ! how is this! 
why, in theſe he declares, in the ſame manner, for Miranda, 
and Dorinda 
Mir. A bite! a bite! Jumping. 
Fred. By heavens! he ſhall pay dear for this abuſe. 


Mir. For my part, I don't care the paring of this apple 


for him Biting an apple, whilſt the reſt of the ſiſters walk 
ahout in a paſſion. 
As brother ſays—there be more men beſides he. 


Fred. I love his ſiſter, but not above the honour of my. 


family — I'll teach the young impoſtor, what it is to play 
with the reputation of ladies, or fool with a man of ho- 
nour—be at peace among your ſelves—and all ſhall be well. 

Dia. If ever I catch him! | 

Mel. Or, I either! 

Mir. O my ſtars! [Exeunt. 
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SCA H. 
ANGELICA, CONSTANTIA. 


Ang, VICTORIA, vifloria /—turn'd out of doors —quitc 
diſcarded - to have ſeen how he ſtorm'd, and hector'd; twould 
have made thee die with laughing. 

Conſt. Twas moſt heroically perform'd, indeed. 

Ang. He ſwore I ſhould give him ſatisfaction: and by 
heavens, I am ready whenever he dares demand it. 

Conſt. What to fight with him! fight with a man! 

Ang. Yes-—let me but chooſe my own weapon. | 

Conſt. But your widow, my dear, your widow — what 
weapon have you for her? : 

Ang. And your virgins, my dear, your virgins — 

Conſt. Faith! that matter is by this time, become feri- 
ous: I am almoſt at my wit's end: I have ſummon'd my 
brother to my aſſiſtance: I expect him this night in town: 
I have depended all along upon the reſemblance betwixt us, 
to ſet all right at laſt: to-morrow you ſhall know more: in 
the mean time, I leave you to purſue your own adventures; 
and ſo Sir, your humble ſervant. I'll go, and conſult my 
pillow. [Exit Conſtantia, 

A noiſe of fiddles without. 

Ang. What's here? lights, and fiddles! I begin to be 
abominably afraid this park is a moſt wicked place! which 
way ſhall I avoid them ? | 
Enter Sir Toby, Philabel, jiddles playing before them, link 

boys with lights, and lanthorns, and a parcel of women park- 

ftrolers. 

Sir Toby. Have we caught you, I'faith ?—what eves-drop- 
ing under the widow's window? 


Phil. A lover can no more go to bed without breathing 
ſome ſighs under his miſtreſs's window, than without toaſting 


her health. 


Ang. Tis that brings you here—is it? I think, colonel, 


have clear'd the coaſt pretty handſomly for you to day. 
Phil. Like an angel !—-let me kiſs thee for it. 
Ang. Spare your kiſſes for Lucinda, 


But tell me, Sir 
Toby, how could you ſind in your heart, a good-natur'd man 
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as you are, to abandon à poor girl, in ſo cruel a manner, to 
the wheel of fortune? 

Sir Toby. Faith, child, I meant it for the beſt: I com- 
mitted her to the care of a diſcreet, pious old lady, who, I 
was ſure would give her a vertuous education: *twas a ſoul- 
ſaving deſign: my example would but have ſpoil'd all —it is 
to be hop'd, ſhe will have the benefit of it hereafter. 

Ang. Have you no curioſity to ſee her? ſhall I bring her 
to you, to aſk your bleſſing? , 

Sir Toby. Odzooks! with all my heart: it has been on 
ly for want of ſome body to put me in mind of her, that 
the poor girl has been forgotten ſo long: I have bowels, na- 
ture is above all -—if thou lik'ſt her thyſelf, let Bellamour 
be hang'd with his contract about his neck. Thou ſhalt have 
her, my boy, and I'll be thy father. | 

Ang. If I ſhould take you now at your word — 

Sir Toby. I give thee my hand upon it here, before wit- 
neſſes. 


Ang. Hence- forth then, papa be the word. And I give 


you my hand, never to enter between a pair of ſheets with- 
out her? [Bluſteringly] If ever Bellamour ſhould dare pretend 
to her again, he ſhall have to do with me——and that he ſhall 
know. 

Sir Toby. Spoke like a lad of Deny if ſhe has the 
true blood of the Tickles, I'll bet upon her head two to one. 

Ang. I defy her, papa, I defy her to out-do me at any 
thing. 

Phil. Lady Dorimen, I perceive; is deſtin'd to a willow- 
garland. 

Ang. Not ſo, neither—ſee what a challenge ſhe ſlipt into 
my hand at parting. 

Sir Toby. Sirrah your lanthorn 

Puts on his ſpectacles, and reads. 
Jon may wonder at the confidence T have in you, upon ſe 
* ſnort an acquaincance : think it not an effef of my eaſi- 
** neſs, but your own merit—when the company is oroke 

up-—you may return alone about ten. Clever ſhall te 
ready to reecive you at the back-door. 

Ang. Ten is the ſhepherd's hour, papa, —I muſt give the 
lignal, [Raps gently at the door. 
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Enter Clever. 

Clever. O, is it you? What a noiſe has been here with 
your ſcrapers --- I was afraid to peep out of doors. 

Sir Toby. Since when has your courage fail'd you, good 
Mrs. Clever? h 

Clever. Are you there? then we ſhall never have done, 
Come,---come your ways in. 

Ang. By'e, daddy. Exit with Clever. 

Sir Toby. Much good may do theſe boys with their great 
ladies---give me an humble, obedient jade, without form, or 
ceremony : one of theſe clean white apron girls, in her puri; 
naturalibus, is worth a dozen of your ſtately, painted madams, 

Phil. And more eaſily ſatisfy'd. 

Sir Toby. Come hither, Jenny---hold up thy head, my 


girl---this I intend to qualify for a lady's woman: Judy ſhall 


follow -coaches in Hyde-park, 'till ſhe comes to ride in one 
of her own: I have views for them all---ſhall I ſhew thee 
ſome of their perfections?- advance, little Judy, clear thy 


pipes, and ſing me---7/hile Phyllis is drinking, etc. 


. 
| | J. | 
While Phyllis is drinking, love and wine in alliance, 
With forces united, bid reſiſtleſs defiance : 
By the touch of her lips, the wine ſparkles higher ; 
And her eyes, by her drinking, redouble their fire. 
| II. 
Her cheeks glow the brighter, recruiting their colour ; 
As flowers, by ſpriakling, revive with freſh odour : 
Each dart, dip'd in wine, gives a wound beyond curing ; 
And the liquor, like oil, makes the flame more enduring. 
| N. 
Then Phyllis begin, let our raptures abound; 
And a kiſs, and a glaſs, be ſtill going round: 
Relieving each other, our pleaſures are laſting ; 
And we never are cloy'd, yet ever a-taſting. 
Chorus, repeat the laſt ſtanza, Then, etc. 
A grand dance of link-boys and ſtrollers, with lighted 
torches ; in ridicule of the fury-dance in one of the 
French opera's.. 
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Sir Toby. Bravo, bravo! *twas thus my great predeceffor, 
of wanton memory, the gallant Anacreon, paſs'd his days 
and nights deliciouſly between women and wine, He was 
choak'd with a grape-ſtone, for which reaſon, I never ven- 
ture but upon the juice — come along, colonel---Jet the day 
break upon our revels: there is nothing ſo delightful, as to 
ſce Aurora at her toilet. --- Scrapers, ſtrike up --- 

« That be our only time to ſnore, 

« When we can laugh, and drink no more. 
Huzza, my brave boys and girls---hazza! * 

"Excunt bhuzzaing and dancing, fidlers playing before them. 


SCENE III. 


Lady DoRI MEN ſeated languiſhin gly upon a ſopha. 
ANGELICA ſtanding by her. 


L. Dor. To be thus expos'd alone with a man, may ſub- 
jet the moſt innocent intentions to be miſconſtru'd : but you 
are too well-bred to take any indecent advantage. | 

Ang. Let my tranſports expreſs [Mering to embrace her. 

L. Dor. O fye—ſo young—and naughty —— _ 

[Aﬀeting to put her off. 
kak: Pardon me, madam, if too much eagerneſs to ex- 
preſs my ſenſe of this favour —- [ Retiring. 

L. Dor. On condition you frighten me ſo no more, I 
give you leave to fit down. 

[Taking her by the hand to fit by ber. 

Ang. Ah! madam, —you ſqueez'd a little too hard 

| [ Shaking her fingers. 

L. DG. Lord, how tender you are! 


Ang. A thouſand darts are in the leaſt touch of that fair 


hand—-what a complexion! what eyes! [Gazing upon ber. 

L. Dor. Don't you look upon me ſo—lord, you are the 
ſtrangeſt man—L hate to be look'd upon ſo—1 never look'd 
ſo ill in my life. | 

Ang. You never were ſo charming—am I fleſh and blood? 
Am I a man, madam ? [Offering again to embrace her. 

L. Dor. Indeed, Sir, - don't know: But I hope, you 
mean no incivility. [Again putting her off, 
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Ang. If you knew me, madam —— you would not ſaſpe& 


me. [retiring.] But if, by any unſeaſonable tranſport — 


L. Dor. Not at all unſeaſonable, Sir. 
Ang. The violence of my paſſion 
[Retiring : and ſtill as ſhe retires, the other approaches, 
L. Dor. I perceive nothing like violence, Sir, — 
Ang. When temptation, and opportunity, meet ſo ſtrong. 
ly —— [ Retiring. 
L. Dor. When temptation is ſtrong — [Following] You 
wicked men are for lofing no opportunity. 
Ang. There are, indeed, ſuch wicked creatures in the 


[ Approaching, 


world —ſretiring] but rather than fall under your ladyſhip's 


diſpleaſure —- 


L. Dor. Diſpleaſure! Lord, what does the man mean? 
who talks of diſpleaſure? [peeviſply] I only ſay, there are men, 
who often offend for fear of offending : and others, who will 
run any riſk of offending, rather than loſe a good opportuni- 
ty—but you perceive—are none of thoſe. 


Ang. Not I, madam—indeed, not I— [Still retiring, 
Lady Dorimen ſeizes her faſt by the arm, affefting a ſudden 
diſorder. 


L. Dor. Help me, help me, dear Sir. 

Ang. Lord, madam ! what ails you? [Frighten'd, 
IL. Dor. A ſudden ſwimming—all over me 

Ang. Are you often troubled thus? 

L. Dor. O! often, —often, —very often 

Ang. What's to be done, madam? 

L. Dor. Have you no ſalts about you, Sir? no ts — 

Ang. None, madam—let me go, and T'll call for help. 

L. Dor. Can't you do it yourſelf ? | 

Ang. With all my heart, madam—if I had any thing to 

do it withal 
[Lady Dorimen letting go her hold, and thruſting her 
roughly from her, riſes in a paſſion. 

L. Dor. Provoking ignorance! inſufferable ſtupidity! Clever, 

where are you? [Calling aloud. 


Enter Clever. 
Clever. Lord, madam, what's the matter? 
I. Dor. The matter! [Talking about in a paſſion. 


we 


me 


ion. 


ALWAYS A LOVER, 118 


Clever. Wicked man! what have you been doing to my 
lady? 

Ang. I have been doing Nothing to wy lady. 

Clever. Nothing! the very worſt thing you could have 
done. 

| Bellamour's voice without. 

Bel. I will ſee her I will not be deny'd 

Ang. As I live Bellamour's voice — I thought, man 
you had forbidden him your houſe. 

L. Dor. All men are not ſuch fools to mind every thing 
we forbid. 

Ang. Lord, madam, 'twas your own a fault—you frighten'd 
me out of my ſenſes. | 

Bel. Open the door—or I'll break it open. | 

L. Dor. Run, Clever—ſtop him, —and carry him up the 
back-way to my niece—he is brutal enough in bis paſſion to 
commit any outrage. 

Ang. Is there no way to be rid of him, but by ſending 
him up to your niece? I have taken that averſion to this 
Bellamour, that, to be plain with you, madam, either he, 
or I, muſt never come within your doors. | 

L. Dor. There's no help for it now: but, after this night 
he ſhall never more be admitted. | 

Ang. You promiſe me that? 

L. Dor. This impertinent interruption is new guilt. 

Ang. But, ſuppoſe he ſhould reconcile himſelf to your 
niece. 

L. Dor. No—let him go back to his Angelica, if ſhe is 
fool enough to receive him. 

Ang. Alas! I fear ſhe is. [afide. 
Curſed interruption ! to come juſt at this time this nick of 
time!—or—dear charming creature — | Taking her paſſionately 
by the band.] We might yet — bat to-morrow all may be 
mended. 

L. Dor. To-morrow ! — turning away. 

Ang. I bar any more of theſe fits. 

L. Der. I ſtand corrected. [returning kindly] Well then, 
[giving her hand] remember to-morrow. 

ſs By this fair hand — [Kiſſes her band, and Exit. 
=: | 
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L. Dor. To morrow! fool, not to know the value of the 
preſent moment, | 
Enter Clever. 
"8 Dor. Well, Clever, was not I in the right, to pro- 
vide againſt accidents ? How have you managed with Sir John? 
Clever. As you directed, madam; I kept him, and ano- 


ther gentleman in play, who came with him, till I heard 


you. call: (having often heard your ladyſhip ſay, two were 
better than one) [a low courteſy] but when I return'd, to 
look for them again —they were eſcap'd. 
L. Dor. Fool! idiot! eternal blunderer! [Tn a paſſon, 
Clever. Lord, madam, how have I deſerv'd this treat- 
ment? [crying] The chaplain, madam, is not yet gone to 
bed. Viping her eyes. 
L. Dor. I aſk thy pardon—my mind, indeed, is ſo ruffled, 
and diſcompos'd 
Clever. Truſt my experience, madam, He is, indeed, 2 
great quieter of the ſpirits. 


Exit, leaning languiſhingly upon Clever, 


SCENE Iv. 


LucINDa, BELLAMOUR, meeting. 


Luc. WELL; Sir! 
Bel. Well, madam! 


Luc. You are come, I ſuppoſe, to aſk pardon for all your 


impertinence to day. | | 

Bel. You miſtake me, madam. I come to aſk no par- 
dons: let cringing fools, and baſe-born ſlaves ſubmit patient- 
ly to ill uſage—a brave man ſcorns it. I come to take an 
eternal farewel. 

Luc. If that is all, there needs no great ceremony in the 
performance — there's the door, Sir—farewel with all my 
heart. | 

Bel. Tis falſe: I La my reſolution vexes you, with 
what affectation ſoever you would conceal it. There is not 
2 diſſembling, perfidious woman of you all, but is vex'd at 


| the loſs of a lover, tho' tis of one ſhe hates: tho? but ſome 
arc pick'd for your pleaſures, all are neceſſary to your van 


an 
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ty: by heaven, I ſcorn the office, or will be ty'd to the 
chariot, while others ride in it in triumph, 

Luc. Speak ſoftly. 

Bel. Would I could ſpeak louder, that heaven and earth 
might witneſs to my juſt reproaches. 

Luc. Traytor! after what has paſs'd to day in my own 
preſence; after ſo manifeſt a conviction of the moſt horrid 
perfidy, how dare you pretend to reproach me with any thing ? 

Bel. Falſeſt of women! after ſo many deceitful encourage- 
ments, after having put it ſo much in my power to expoſe 
your character to the whole world, how dare you provoke 
me? See here a letter in terms equiyalent to the moſt ſolemn 
contract tis in your own hand —Sign'd Lucinda. 

[He ſhews a letter, which ſpe ſuatches out of 18 hand, and 

tears in a thouſand pieces. 

Luc. Have you any more ? 

Bel. No, madam—but proofs full as ſtrong. This trick 
ſhall not ſerve your turn. itb a threatening air. 

Luc. Ungenerous Bellamour! Acting to weep. 

Bel. Falſe Lucinda! 

Luc. Have I been falſe? was not your love to Angelica 
prov'd to your face? could you deny it? perfidious man! 

[Stu pretending to weep. 

Bel. O! were there truth in thoſe tears! there is not a 
bleſſing under the ſun but I would reject for the poſſeſſion of 
Lucinda, 

Luc. O! could I be ſure that Angelica's preſence would 
never regain the heart, which her abſence only has loſt- 

| [Still weeping, 

Bel. By all that's ſacred, 'tis in Lucinda's power alone to 


fix my heart for ever. [ Paſſionately. 


Luc. Alas! we know not our own hearts. You ſtill have 
an eſteem for her. >, | 

Bel. I ſhould be ungrateful elſe: grudge her not that. 

Luc. Where there is eſteem, there will be love. 

Bel. It is the ſureſt foundation, madam. 

Luc. Where there is no eſteem, there can be no love. 

Bel. No laſting paſſion. 

Luc. Hence from my ſight, falſe man [affecting a paſſion] 
Go to your Angelica — your eſteem'd Angelica — Lucinda 
7 
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ſcorns to keep a heart not entirely her own, by eſteem, a5 


well as love. 

Bel. How this paſſion pleaſes WY vows may be fcign'd, 
tears may be falſe—but, jealouſy's a proof not to be doubt- 
ed dear Lucinda, forgive the ravings of an impatient tem- 
per: impute my paſt follies, and raſh ſuſpicions to the ve- 
hemence of my love, and the tranſports of an impetuous 
paſſion. Angelica was a victim to your bright eyes, from 
the very firſt moment I ſaw you: my heart has room for no 
other object, no other image but yours: I renounce all o- 
ther hopes, all other joys, all other temptations, all other 
paſſions. 

Luc. Hey-day! Mr. Bellamour, what are you run mad? 

Bel. Mad, madam! 

Luc. Aye mad, Sir: What is all this new extravagance 
for? 

Bel. For, madam ! 

Luc. Aye, for, Sir what is it for? 

Bel. Why, did not you ſay 

Luc. Say! what ſhould I ſay? but go home, get ſome 
ſleep and ſettle your brain. 

Bel. Have I been mock'd then all this while? your fool! 
your property! an idiot! a ſubject for laughter! [iz a fury. 
Gods! gods! 'tis too much —rage choaks my words—it is 
not to be born — it is not to be endur'd — good-by to you, 
madam — [Going, returns. ] But firſt take back your picture 
here — curſe me, if I preſerve the leaſt faint reſemblance of 
ſo faithleſs an original—take it—and eternally farewel. 

[ Going, 

Luc. Very well, Mr. Bellamour,—what have I innocent- 
ly ſaid that could provoke this new paſſion ? 

[Taking the picture with a compos'd air. 

Bel. Innocently faid! — [Returning furionſly, 

Luc. Lord, you are ſo haſty, and choleric—-you fly in- 
to ſuch paſſions without the leaſt provocation — 

Lage the ſame paſſin. 

Bel. Without provocation ! — [Still in a paſſton. 

Luc. fk Sir, without provocation. | 


[Tn the ſame manner. 
Indeed, Mr, Bellamour, there is no bearing theſe violent hu- 
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mours always fending and proving! *tis living in a continu- 
ed ſtorm —— [Compoſing herſelf, affecting to weep. 

1d, Bel. Madam (earneſtly. 
abt. Luc. Pray, Sir, have patience: conſider calmly—you con- 
em- feels a firſt paſſion for Angelica: alas! who knows not the 
Ve. force of firſt impreſſions ? beſides — who has been once 
10us falſe, may be ſo again: the difficulty is in the firſt ſtruggle 
rom with temptation: to a man once dipp'd in difkonour — ſub- 
r no ſequent infidelities become eaſy—are not theſe natural reflecti- 


05 ons? [Meeping. 
| Bel. Madam [more earneſtly. 
Luc. Pray, Sir, hear ms out—no interruption, if you 
ad? pleaſe | 
Bel. Do but hear me, madam 
Luc. Nay then --- Sir, your ſervant 
[Going off ſeemingly in a paſſion, he holds her. 

Bel. By heavens, I will be heard. You confound me 
with riddles --- my ſoul is toſs'd to and fro by as many paſſi- 
ons, as the ocean by winds --- O, lead me out of all theſe 
"me turnings, and doublings --- this labyrinth of doubts, and 
hopes --- pleas'd, and diſpleas'd, in the ſame breath --- pro- 


[ Paſſionately, 


ool! nounce ſomething intelligible : let it be deſpair --- let it be 
77. death --- let it be any thing but this tormenting uncertainty, 
t is this rack of thought, this agony of contending paſſions, 
ou, Luc. Ha, ha, ha. [Burſting out into @ loud laugh. 
ture Bel. Oons! madam, do you laugh? [ furiouſly. 
- of Luc. Who can chuſe but laugh to ſee a man of your ſenſe, 
and good underſtanding, roaring and ranting one moment, 
ng. like a madman - - and the next --- whining and crying, like 
-nt- SF # milk-ſop! I have no fool to deal with Mr. Bellamour. 
| [ Ironically, with a malicious courteſy. 
air. Bel. Death, and damnation! 
0. Airy and Vaunter break in upon them. 
in. Airy. Permit us, madam, to have the honour --- ha! Bel- 
lamour — Starts, ſeeing Bellamour. 
Jon. Recovering himſelf with his uſual impudence and familiarity. 


Friend Bell! I'gad, well met --- you ſee good wits jump. 
Bel. Vile, vile woman! what, with theſe inſets too! 
incredible wickedneſs! O Angelica! well are thy wrongs re- 
veng d. [ Going, Lucinda catches hold of bim. 
H 4 
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Luc. You ſhall not tir 'till 1 am juſtify'd of this inhu- 
man ſuſpicion — 
Airy. Dear Bell --- don't go off i in a paſſion: permit me 
to ſay, ſhe won't make one jot the worſe wife for all this. 
Vau. Many a worſe buſineſs has been patch'd up, as to 
the world, my friend --- you know we are diſcreet, 
Bel. Fools! puppies! idiots! baboons! apes, and mon- 
keys. Beats em ſoundly, and Exit in a rage. 
Luc. Who's within there ? what! not one ſervant in the 
way! 
Enter Clever, and fervants haſtily. 
How got theſe jackanapes into the houſe? —— 
Clever, Lord, madam, how ſhould I know? 
[Starting at fight of them, 
Luc. Let 'em be ty'd neck and heels, and lock'd up cloſe, 
ill they diſcover what brought em hither — 
[ Servants ſeize them, 
Vau. That gentlewoman knows-— {| Pointing to Clever. 
Clever. I know! what ſhould I know? away wich them 
Airy. Permit me to have the honour to ſay 
Clever. Away with them = let me alone, madam, to get 
the truth out. 
They are hurry'd off, ſtruggling : Clever Following. 
Luc. When I conſider what filly, ridiculous animals the 
very wiſeſt men are in the hands of a woman, Iam at a loſs 
whether to pity or deſpiſe them moſt: the creatures ſeem 
contriv'd only for our diverſion, meer play-things for us: 
they are but what we make them: merry, or fad ; reaſon- 
able, or extravagant; but as we humour them: in, or out 
of their wits, juſt as we think fit to work upon their paſſions, 
„ Over their very ſouls, 'tis thus we reign, 
* We give them pleaſure, or decree them pain, 
« And Raiſe them,---but to Down with them again, 


The end of the fourth aft, 
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ACTY. SCENE I. 


ANGELICA, CoNSTANTIA, COURTALL. 


ANGELICA [Keading a challenge.] 
1 . FT ER what has paſs'd between us, you will not be 


6 ſurpriz'd to Know --- I am reſolv'd to cut your 
« throat —— 
[Speaks] Very reaſonable, truly ! 
Reads.) © You thall find me walking under the park-wall, 
« adjoinins to lady Dorimen's, where it ſhall be try'd, if 
« you have as much mcttie with your ſword in yeur hand, 
« a5 in a circle before the ladies. Bellamour. 
Speaks.] A very comfortable ſalutation- [Stands muſing. 
Conſt. For my part, as a poct in a play, when be has 
puzzled himſelf with his plot, has recourſe to ſapervatural 
aids, and brings down Mercury, or Jupiter, to his aſſiſtance: 
J have conjur'd up my brother here, in my likeneſs, to be 
my repreſentative in love, or war. Say, captain, haſt thou 
courage? Clap ping him on the back. 
Court. The man who durſt have aik'd that queſtion---by 
the gods, had died upon the ſpot. [ Strutting. 
Conſt. Why then be valiant --- leave the reſt to us 
[Tz the ſame ſirutting way. 
Ang. Hark! lady Dorimen's door opens --- defend me 
from another of her fits! Yes, Bellamour --- I will meet 
thee 
0 Love, be thou my nd fight . me, 
© Who have endur'd ſo many wounds for thee: 
© When, with his weapon pointed at my heart, 
The traytor ſtands, let looſe th' unerring dart, 
* Reduce the rebel, and avenge my ſmart : 
hom Love befriends is certain of ſucceſs, 
Love made a woman's fool of Hercules. 
As they go off, enter L. Dorimen, and Clever. 
Clever. The moment my back was turn'd, they grew im- 
patient, and the young lady's apartment being neareſt at 
hand, 8 aw. d in there, 
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L. Dor. A moſt unlucky accident! the whole town vill 


re 
, talk of it---and what interpretation may be made | N 
Clever. Fear nothing, madam: truſt to my ingenuity, Fr 
| Enter Lucinda. bante 
L. Dor. Clever and IJ, my dear, have been laughing hearti. Cc 
ly at your adventure laſt night. 

Luc. Truly, madam, I do not think it ſuch a laughing Fi 
matter. for. 
L. Dor. Lord! how could the creatures think of coming C 
hither ? | F. 
Luc. That, madam, is what T am reſolv'd to know. C 
L. Dor. Reputation is nice : methinks, the leſs noiſe, F 
and the fewer enquiries, the better. | the | 
Luc. Reputation is nice; and for that reaſon, madam--- C 
Clever. The poor gentlemen are to be pity'd: they lay F 
rough all night, lock'd up in the coal-hole. C 
Luc. Then, let them be waſh'd clean, this morning, un- P 

der the pump. ä 
L. Dor. Have you no mercy : ? C 
Luc. Not a grain for pretty-fellows. for 
L. Dor. Well, you will have your own way. I ſent for ( 
you, niece, to take a turn round the park this fine morning. \ 


Luc. I am ready to wait on your — Clever, look 
cloſe to my ohms [Excunt, 


SCENE IL 


FREDERICK and COURTALL meeting. 


con 
Fred. WELL met, Sir. | 
Court. With all my heart, Sir. an 
Fred. I have been hunting you all the town over. 
Court. Faith, that was kind, conſidering we never ſaw 
one another's faces before. 
Fred. How, Sir! never ſaw one another's faces before! 
Court. Never, upon honour, Sir; that I know of. toc 
Fred. Why! Pray, Sir, have you not engag'd to deliver ha 
your fiſter Conſtantia to me, as ſoon as you yourſelf can no 
agree in the choice of one of mine? --- And —— ani 


Court, And---as much as you pleaſe, Sir: I am no in. 


t for 
ning. 
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terpreter of dreams, Sir: J am but this moment come to 
town. : 
Fred. Impudence beyond n Sir, Jam not to be 
banter'd at this rate [ His hand upon his fword, 

Court. No, Sir nor I neither. Does the ſame. 

Conſtantia entring. 5 

Fred. I aſk pardon —I ſee the man J have been looking 
for. Pray, Sir, are not you call'd captain Courtall? 

Conſt. No, Sir. 

Fred. What are you then, Sir. 

Conſt. Juſt what you ſee, Sir. I 

Fred. What a plague is all this? it muſt 1 one of them 
the ſame face-- the ſame ſhape---the ſame 

Conſt. Not every thing the ſame, I can aſſure you, Sir. 

Fred. Are you men, or devils? 

Conſt. Not men, upon hononr. 

Fred. Then I will ſo conjure your devilſhips. | 

[Draws. They draw. 

Conſt. We fight in conjunQion, and no foul play neither; 
for we make but one man betwixt us. 

Court. Siſter, ſtand behind me. [Aide to Conſt. 

Conſt. What, leave my friend in the lurch 

[Brandifbing her ſword. 
Enter Bellamour. 

Bel. How! Frederick engag'd with odds! courage, my 
friend. [Draws, and joins him. 

Conſt. Dull, dull Amintor! [Dropping the point of her ſword. 

Fred. Does your heart fail you upon the ſquare, young 
conjurer? 


Conſt. Can your heart feel no palpitations, when a ruffi- | 


zn offers to cut your miſtreſs's throat before your face! 
Fred. My miſtreſs's throat! 
Conſt, Not to know Conſtantia through any diſguiſe * 
Fred. Conſtantia ! | 
Conſt. See where ſhe ſtands, ant in appearance, but 
too weak for defence; like the picture of Andromeda in the 
hangings, ready to be devour'd by a fell monſter, who has 
no mercy for women O! the difference between ancient 
and modern lovers! here's no Perſeus in this tapeſtry. 


Court. What the devil is ſhe at now ? [ Aſide. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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Fred. IL have heard, indeed, of a ſtrange reſemblance be⸗ 
tween Conſtantia and a twin- brother 


direct 
for th. 


Conſt. Behold that wender! * 
Fred. Then you are Courtall,---and that is Conſtantia— « | 
Conſt. We are Courtall and Conſtantia---you may depend 
upon it. 
Fred. But why in that habit ? 
Conſt. For reaſons you ſhall know hereafter. 
Fred. Cruel Courtall! why have you led your friend | in. 
to ſuch a labyrinth? CLE' 
Conſt. To prove myſelf your beſt friend. You will find | 
it in the concluſion. c 
Frederick throwing away his fword, caſts 2 at Cour- he: 
tall's feet, ſuppoſing him Conſtantia, A 
Fred. Divineſt of creatures! —— . WH 


Bel. Frederick, I perceive this quarrel is in 10 amicable : 44 1 
way, my aſſiſtance is no longer neceſſary. 


Fred. Dear Bellamour, how ſhall I acknowlege ” 
Bel. No ſpeeches, friend---that man muſt be an arrant "200 
raſcal, whoſe purſe and ſword are not always at his friend's C 
ſervice. [Exit, fore 
Courtall apart to Conſtantia. þ 
Court. Hark'e, ſiſter- this is not the part you appointed ( 
me to act: I am not prepar'd for it --- I can act the man "2 
with a woman, but not the woman with a man---I am no \ 
Caeſar. you 
Conſt. Patience !---ſchemes muſt change as anne alter. 1 
I tell you---you are now Conſtantia---behave yourſelf well--- 
make me not aſham'd of myſelf. Frederick, I ſee your "I 
pain, and pity it: confuſion ſits in both your faces: tis | 
time to be ſerious. Conſtantia's preſence, and conſent, were 6 
neceſſary to bind our bargain: here ſhe is ready to be deliver'd 
to you upon a fair exchange with one of your ſiſters. I can Ge 
anſwer for her heart; 'tis your's. We are juſt at your door--- wal 
take the filent, trembling creature by the hand, and lead 
her in --- I am as impatient, on my part, to make my peace 
with the young ladies. 
Frederick taking Courtall by the hand. M. 


Fred. Figures ſo reſembling, madam, may deceive the 
Gght for once: but that ſympathy, and that inſtinct, which 
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direct the lover's heart to the object ador'd, ſhall preſerve me, 
for the future, from any more ſuch miſtakes. [Leads him out. 
Conſt, Rare ſympathy ! rare inſtinct! 
« Tho? my heart akes, to ſport thus with his pain, 
EI laugh to think what filly things --- are men. 
| [Exit following. 


SCENE III. 


CLEVER, with AIRY and VAUNTER, dirty, and lene 
disfigur'd. 


Clever. You are to declare that you came hither by miſ- 
take; that you took this houſe for another. 

Airy. But, tell us truly, had not I a letter ſent me? did 
not you meet me according to the direction in that letter? 
did not you yourſelf conduct us to this very houſe, lead us 
up-ſtairs, lock us into a room, and, permit me to ſay 

Vaun. 'Divert yourſelf with us---geddemme ! moſt uncon- 
ſcionably 

Clever. Impudent fellows | did I ever ſee your faces be- 
fore ? | 
Airy. Permit me to ſay —— 

Clever. Permit you to ſay ! I'll permit you to ſay nothing 
but what I tell you. 

Vaun. Well then, dear madam, ſince it muſt * that 
you did not ſhew us the way in, pray be ſo good as to ſhew 
us the way out, 

Cleyer. All in good time: but you muſt firſt make y-_ 
declaration before the ladies 

Vaun. What, in this pickle! geddemme! if I can ſpeak 
to any lady without my queue. 

Clever. Well, well, theſe preliminaries ſhall be adjuſted. 
Get you in---I hear company . the = 
waſh, and be clean — 

[Gives Airy a violent thruſt, almoſt throws kim dews : 
Vaunter ſtanding ſullen without moving, gives him & 
box on the ear. 

March, I ſay, when I bid you, 
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Vaun. If I don't ſwear I have lain with all the family Fel 
round - geddemme | [Aſide, going of, your 
| bs 
ver | 
SCENE. IV. | Bo 
ANGELICA and BELLaMOUuR meeting. ANGELICA in ut 
: uch 
woman's apparel, maſk'd, They take a few ſhort turns, Ar 
obſerving one another. 
| ment 
Ang. SIR, I muſt entreat you to chooſe ſome other walk: bitter 
this ſpot of ground belongs to me, for an adventure which tude. 
requires no witneſſes. | Be 
Bel. You prevent me, madam: I am oblig'd to make Ar 
you the ſame requeſt. Upon this very ſpot, my good or bad and { 
fortune 1s to be determin'd for ever. hide 
Ang. Juſt my caſe. her, 
Bel. My honour is engag'd. bear 
Ang. So is mine. than 
Bel. I have known honour loſt in a maſk; I never heard ture 
of any gain'd. and 1 
Ang. In ſhort, Mr. Bellamour, the affair which calls you B 
hither is no ſecret to me: you may cool your heels long e- A 
nough before you will be met, in the manner you expect, by a litt 
your young antagoniſt. wom 
Bel. If the young rogue ſhould have the heart to come, why 
my paſſion is over; I ſhould hardly have the heart to hurt and 
him. B 
Ang. As ſtout a man as you take pra to be, you hone 
might find yourſelf over-match'd. detw 
Bel. Let him appear, and make the tryal. In the mean pers 
time, a little amuſement with ſo pretty a creature as you ſeem A 
to be, will be no diſagrecable entertainment. Since you know if th 
me, and are ſo well inform'd of my affairs, I am refoly'd to a 
be upon the ſquare—and know you with 
Ang. Hands off —— B 
Bel. The leaſt ſample in the world---a lip or an eye— my 
Ang. If the fight of my face could revenge your abomin- able 
able treachery to a friend, whom I love as I love myſelf.— \ 
you ſhould ſoon ſce it to your everlaſting confuſion. lady 
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Bel. If it has been my misfortune to injure any friend of 
your own ſex, the ſex has fully reveng'd it. 

Ang. May traytors never meet but with traytors; who- 
ever betray, may they be always betray'd. 

Bel. Name your friend---I carry reparation always about 
me for complaining ladies you ſhall be judge yourſelf how 
much will be ſufficient. 

Ang. Come, come, Mr. Bellamour, this is no jeſting argu- 
ment. If, in the infernal ſhades, there is one torment more 
bitter than another, it is refery'd for treachery, and ingrati- 
tude. 

Bel. You grow ſerious. 


Ang. You have wrong'd a vertuons lady, who lov'd you, 


and ſtill loves you: where ſhall the poor, forſaken creature 
hide her head ? where find a refuge, with the brand upon 


| her, of a caſt, diſhonour'd miſtreſs? Diſhonour ! Who can 


bear diſhonour? who takes my life, takes no more from me 
than a debt, which, ſome time or other muſt be paid to na- 
ture: who wounds my reputation, ſtabs the immortal part; 
and is the worſt of all murderers. 

Bel. So warm a friend! 

Ang. Who can think coolly of ingratitude? the loan of 
a little paltry pelf, you call a debt of honour: O! when 2 
woman gives her love, the moſt generous bounty of the ſoul, 


why is that tye leſs ſacred? breach of truſt, between man | 


and man, makes a villain : *tis glorious to deceive a woman! 

Bel. You miſtake the queſtion, madam, In matters of 
honour, the tyes are the ſame between man and woman, as 
detween man and man: but in matters of love, we are ſhar- 


pers on both ſides, we play all the game, cheat who cheat can. 


Ang. Baſe, barbarous diſtinction! how I ſhould deteſt you 
if theſe were your real thoughts !—honour's the ſoul of love, 
it can no more ſubſiſt without it, than the body can exiſt 
without the ſoul. 

Bel. Who can this creature be? ſhe moves me ſtrangely: 
my heart beats towards her, as at the meeting of a long. 
abſent friend. [ Afide. 

May I preſume, in a more ſerious way, to aſk who this 
lady may be, whoſe wrongs you ſo warmly reſent? 

Ang. Suppoſe her name ſhould be Lucinda! 
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Bel. I never wrong'd her: I deteſt her: and, for her 
ſake, could almoſt curſe all womankind. 

Ang. You have found her falſe; is that the reaſon? they 
you love her ſtill? 

Bel. By all that's ſacred, no. She TY Ra. me from 
my firſt allegiance; I ſhall never forgive her that -— Ol | 
was the happieſt man! the firſt pair in paradiſe were not ſo 
bleſs'd. She threw temptation in my way. Abſence from 
what I lov'd, and human frailty, prevail'd! I fell like our 
firſt parent, we ſinned, and are punith'd alike, condemn'l to 
deſpair, eternal deſpair: For, O! I bave tranſgreſs'd beyond 
all hope of pardon. 

Ang. Who knows what a lincere penitence might bring 
about? 

Bel. No—'tis 1 to expect the leaſt grace from a 
bounty ſo abus'd-—Angelica! Angelica! -— oh! 

Ang. Could I be fare of a ſincere converſion, I would in- 
tercede for you myſelf: ſhe is, indeed, the friend wholz 
wrongs have touch'd me fo nearly. 

Bel. Would you? could you be ſo good? thus let me 
throw myſelf at your feet; thus let me embrace your Knees, 
and adore you as my guardian-angcl. 

Ang. What ſhall I jay for you? 

Bel. Tell her but, O! confuſion choaks my words. I 
cannot ſpeak —- 

Ang. Take courage, perhaps, your caſe may not be fo 
deſperate as you think it. 

Bel. I know ſhe is all goodneſs: nature never fram'd a 
creature more perfect; a mind ſo ſuited to a perſon, every 
way adorable -—— *tis that which aggravates my crime, and 
leaves me without excuſe. 

Ang. To pretend to excuſe what is inexcuſeable, would, 
indeed, be preſumption, and add guilt to guilt : but, con- 
feſſion, repentance, and amendment, may I aſſure her of 
that ? 

Bel. You may — but expreſs it ſo paſſionately, that ſhe 
may be in no doubt of the ſincerity of my return to her : 


ſay nothing of—abſince—0or human frailty—that might look 


like excuſing. 
Ang. Is this all ? | 
Bel. 
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Bel. Tell her with what anguiſh and horror, I confeſs 
my guilt: begin by moving her pity : if you find ſhe ſhould 
drop a tear in remembrance of our paſt loves, as perhaps ſhe 
may you may then proceed to ſue for pardon — love may 
revive with mercy. 

[Angelica turns aſide to wipe ber eyes, and ſeems much 
mov'd. | 

But, if ſhe ſhould continue immoveable, if neither perſuaſion, 

or tears, ſhould touch her: for, O! how can I expect it 

then, tell her, my life ſhall expiate my offence : my guilt 


| ſhall be waſh'd away in my blood: my ſword, plung'd in 


that heart which has been falſe to her, ſhall convince her af 
my returning truth : condemn'd as unworthy to live for her, 
I ſhall ſubmit without murmur—and die her faithful Bella- 
mour. Be ſure you tell her this. 
[Angelica throws away her maſk, and rob bim in ber 
arms. | 
Ang. Live, live, my Bellamour 
Bel. Angelica! — by heavens, 'tis ſhe herſelf — ſhe takes 
me in her arms—and bids me live—Angelica! Angelica! 
[Embracing again. 
Ang. O! Thou art welcome to my ſoul again, as to the 
wet and weary wanderer, after a long tempeſtuous night, the 
return of a fair morning. 
Bel. Perdition catch my ſoul, whenever I ceaſe to adore 
you beauty may loſe its ſlaves; ſuch goodnefs never can: 
[They embrace again, ſhedding tears of tenderneſs over one 
another. , 
Enter lady Dorimen; Lucinda, Philabel, Sir Toby; Clever 
attending. Lucinda goes ſoftly up to Bellamour, giving him 
a rap upon the ſpoulder. 
Luce. They were much to blame, Mr. Baie who 
gave me notice of your infidelities - ſo early and fo cloſe with 
a new miſtreſs ! 
Bel. My miſtreſs, and my guardian- angel. Falſe are the 
tales, ſo often told, of womens perjuries ; the ſpight, and 
malice of detracting men; baſe, baſe aſperſion all, and falſe— 


or were they true, behold the goodneſs would atone for 
alt! 5 
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Sir Toby. Odzooks, the man's in raptures. Let us ſee— 

what have we here? | | 
[Puts on his ſpeRacles, examining Angelica, 

L. Dor. She's very handſom indeed. But ſure, I have 
ſeen ſomething very like that face before. | 

Clever. As I live, madam — young maſter — in petti- 
coats [Peeping in her face. 

L. Dor. It cannot be. 

Clever. You are ſure, madam, you did not find him a 
man ? 

Sir Toby. My little Cupid metamorphos'd into a Venus! 

Ang. From an adopted fon into a real daughter. And 
now the myſtery's all out. I am myſelf that injur'd Angelica, 
of whom I told you: deſperate evils require deſperate cures. 
You promiſed Angelica your bleſſing, Sir, when-ever I brought 
her to you 

Sir Toby. Bleſs thee! who can chuſe but bleſs thee? why, 
this was ſuch a Hocus-pocus, to make thy old daddy, at his 
vears, and with all his experience, not know a boy from a 
giri: to poſe him in his rudiments, in the maſculine and fe- 
minine gender! odzooks—ha! Fe reconnois mon ſang. I ickle 
all over. 

L. Dor. For my part, madam, I ever felt an invincible 
inclination to love you—give me leave to embrace you. 

Luc. Give you joy, Mr. Bellamour, — you are happily 
return'd to your firſt love and I to mine. 

Ml : [ Taking Philabel by the hand. 
1 | Bel. Providence, madam, orders every for the beſt: we 
| Ii are both of us happy, in ſpight of ourſelves: marriages you 
1 | 1" know, are made in heaven. 

9 Sir Toby. Odzooks, and many an ill match from ſo good 
1 zplace. Come, come, let's have no talking of the paſt— 
all friends, all friends look forwards, look forwards — in 
honey-moon time, as at the beginning of a new reign, all 
paſt offences ſhould be forgot, and forgiven. 

Lne. There remains, however, one thing more to be 
clear'd: I would not ſuffer worſe than I deſerve in Mr. Bel- 
lamour's opinion—Clever, bring in your priſoners. 

Bel. It needs not, madam; my paſſion made me too cre- 
dulous: thoſe fools, I ko; go every where uninvited. 
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Clever re-enters, with Airy and Vaunter. 

Luc. Well, gentlemen, have you recollected what brought 
you hither ? 

L. Dor. Clever, I tremble. [ Aſide to Clever. 

Clever. It needs not, madam, they are well inſtructed. 

Airy. En paſſant by the next door—a charming creature. 

Phil. Next door, Sir, have a care: Frederick, and his 
ſiſters live at the next ver; vertuous young ladies, my re- 
lations. 

Airy. Not the next door, Sir, where your vertuous re- 
lations inhabit—but the other next door, where you have no 
relations 

Vaun. Geddemme, there are two next doors. 

L. Dor. The gentlemen ſay 8 and with a great air of 


truth. 
Airy. There is nothing, madam, I deteſt like lying; 
Sir Toby. That's a lye. 
Airy. Except upon certain occaſions—to ſave a lady's ho- 
nour, —or ſo [Tipping the wink upon Lucinda. 
Luc. Is that the caſe now? | [Angrily. 
Airy. Pardon me, madam,—I don't ſay it is——vauity is 
not my vice—but having receiv'd a letter | 
Luc, A letter! produce that letter the hand may be of 
ſervice. 


[Airy pulling out a large bundle of letters, L. Dorimen 
looks frighten'd. 


. Airy. Let me ſee—dutcheſſes— counteſſes I keep em 


ty'd up in exact order---according to their ranks, and titles--- 
without vanity---I am plagu'd with ſo many of them=--this 
was anonymous---ſee letter A---aye, here it is 
[Preſenting the letter to Lucinda. Lady Dorimen An, 
and tears it. 

L. Dor. Fye, niece-— a woman's hand, whoever ſhe may 
be, ought never, upon any account, to be expos'd. 

Luc. I aſk pardon, madam, 

Sir Toby. I ſmell a rat. 

L. Dor. It is ſufficient we are all elear'd 
you more ? | 
Luc. Her ladyſhip's concern gives me ſome undutiful ſule 
12 
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picions--I muſt ſtop here. Well gentlemen, you have your 
liberty--it ſeems, you were miſtaken in the houſe. 


Airy. I hope, madam, this unfortunate accident has oc- 


caſioned no miſ-underitanding--dear Bel.--upon honour thou 
halt no reaſon--there has nothing paſs'd between us--I ſpeak it 
without vanity--beged, I never meant to make any thing of it. 


Bel. I believe you, Sir. 

Frederick's door opens ſuddenly. Conſtantia diſorder'd, her hair 
looſe, and diſhevelPd, pulPd in by Diana, Meliſſa, and Mi— 
randa---Frederick, Courtall, and Dorinda following. 
Conſt. Quarter, quarter ——- 

Dia. We'll quarter you 

Nlir. You ugly---hermaphrodite thing---you— 

Mel. We'll teach you to put the man upon us---we will, 

Conſt. Yeu can't ſay, I put the man upon yeu 

Sir Toby. Odzooks! my little Courtall tranſmography'd 
too! | 

Bel. Why, Frederick, I thought I bad left this matter in 

a peaceable way. 

Fred. Faith, I thought ſ> too --- but new miſtakes have 
happen'd. 

Conſt. Save me--ſave me--or, I thall be devour'd by theſe 
kharpics--I am caught in my own ſnare -— 

[The ſiſters continuing to torment ber, 

Ang. Couſin, couſin--many a good plot has been ſpoil'd 
by over-doing--too much cunning is as bad as too little wil⸗ 
dom. 

Conſt. Couſin, couſin,--you erk at your eaſe--I perceive 
you have gain'd your point.--If I could bring myſelf to oe- 
nounce--but -one word. 


Ang. Shall I do it for you? Frederick, ſhe loves you, and 


would fain confeſs it--let but her brother take her place, I'll 
anſwer for it, ſhe ſurrenders at diſcretion. 
Fred. What ſays Courtall ? 
Court. If fair Dorinda would but ſmile 
Fred. I charge myſelf with that--what ſays Conſtantia? 
Conſt. I muſt ſubmit to the power that can protect me. 
Feed. In my hands you ſhall never want protection. 
Going to take her ns the ſiſters, they thruſt her rude! 


at hin. 


* 
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which he is not aware of, till he is brought to the tryal, 
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Dia. Out, ſuccubus 
Mel. He, and ſhe-devil - 
Fred, O Conſtantia, I will fo fweetly revenge myſelf! 
Receiviyg her, 
Mir. Look, look, ſiſters - O my ſtars! what two fine 
men are younder! 

[Airy and Vaunter join the ſiſters. A dumb ſhow of af- 
feftation and foppery apart, according to their ſeveral 
characters. 

L. Dor. Well, for my part, after the adventures of this 
day, never more will I believe a man the more a man, for 


Cowards in ſcarlet, paſs for men of war, 
« And the grave fool does often wiſe appear; 
„ Truſt not appearances: not two in ten 
© Deſerve the generous name---of Womens Men. 
2 Let that be an inſtruction for the ladies; and this 
for the men that whoever has once entertain'd a real paſſion, 
can never ſo entirely diſ-poſſeſs himſelf of it, but if proper 
means are uſed, the firſt impreſſions will return: there will 
be always left a foundation to work upon, and a weakneſs 
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Once a Lover; and always a Lover. 
Sir Toby. 
« Women have charms, ſuch magic's in their looks, 
„ To turn and wind us, as they pleaſe, odzooks 
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The end of the fifth af. 
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EPILOGVE. 


Spoken by ANGELICA. 


Mg, 


Who have been the poet's ſpark to day, 
Behold me now the champion of bis play. 


Know all, who would pretend to my good n 


J mortally diſlike a damning face. 
T ſay — edzooks ! tis good — and TIl ftand by i 7 
Now let me ſee the man who dares deny it. 
Who ſhall pretend to doubt my will, and pleaſure, 
Him I defy to ſend his weapon's meaſure : 
T'll give him ſati faction that I can 
S death, 2 not the firſt time, I've kill d my man. 
On pain of being poſted to your ſorrow, 
Fail not at four, to meet me here to-morrow. 
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Written by BE vILL Hi © cons, Eſq; 


The ghoſts of SHAKESPEARE and DRYDEN ariſe, 
crown'd with lawrel. 


Dryd. HIS radiant circle, reverend Shakeſpeare, view ; 
An audience only to the buſkin due. 

Shakeſp. A ſtene ſo noble, ancient Greece ne'er ſaw, 

Wor Pompey's dome, when Rome the world gave law. 

T feel at once both wonder and delight, | 

By beauty warm'd, tranſcendently ſo bright, 

Mell, Dryden, might'ſt thou fing ; well may theſe heroes fight. 

Dryd. With all the outward luſtre which you find, 

They want the nobler beauties of the mind. 

Their ſickly Judgments, what is juſt, refuſe, 

And French grimace, bufſoons, and mimicks chooſe ; 
Our ſcenes deſert, ſome wretched farce to ſee ; 
They know not nature, for they taſte not thee. 

Shakeſp. Whoſe ſtupid ſouls thy paſſion cannot move, 
Are deaf indeed to nature and to love. | | 
When thy Fgyptian weeps, what eyes are dry! 

Or who can live to ſee thy Roman die? 

Dryd. Thro' perſpectives reversd, they nature view, 

Which give the paſſions images, not true. 
Sirephon for Strephon ſighs ; and Sappho dies, 
Shot to the ſoul by brighter Sappho's eyes: 

No wonder then their wand'ring paſſions roam, 
And feel not nature, whom th'ave overcome. 
For ſhame, let genial love prevail agen, 

Tou beaux, love ladies ; and you ladies, men. 

Shakeſp. Theſe crimes unknown, in our leſs poliſh'd age, 
Now ſeem above correction of the ſtage ; 

Leſs heinous faults, our juſtice does purſue ; 
To day we puniſh a ſtock-jobbing Few. 
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PROLOGUVUE. 


A piece of juſtice, terrible and ſtrange ; 

Which, if purſu'd, would make a thin exchange. 
The law's defect, the juſter muſe ſupplies, 

Tis only we can make you good, or wiſe, 


Whom heaven ſpares, the poet will chaſtiſe. 


Theſe ſcenes in their rough native dreſs were mine; 
But now improv'd with nobler luſtre ſhine ; 
The firſt rude ſketches Shakeſpeare's pencil drew, 
But all the ſhining maſter-ſtrokes are new. 
This play, ye critics, ſhall your fury ſtand, 
Adorn'd, and reſcu'd by a faultleſs hand. 

Dryd. I long endeavour'd to ſupport thy ſtage, 
With the faint copies of thy nobler rage, 
But toiÞ'd in vain for an ungenercus age. 
They ſtarv'd me living; nay, deny'd me fame, 
And ſcarce, now dead, do juſtice to my name. 
Wou'd you repent? Be to my aſhes kind, * 
Indulge the pledges I have left behind. 


* The profits of this Play were defign'd for Mr. Dryden: but, 
upon his death, given to his ſon, 
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Dramatis Perſonae. 7 1 


M E N, 


Baflanio, : ( 


g Gentlemen of Venice, and frlends, 
Antonio, 


Gratiano, Their Companion. 

Lorenzo, In love with Jeſſica. 

Shylock, The Jew. 

Duke of Venice. | Enter 


Ante 
N. 


Portia, A rich heireſs. Who 


Neriſſa, Her friend. 8 | Sit | 


Jeſlica, Daughter to the Jew. | | Slee 


Officers belonging to the court of juſtice, ſervants bo 
and attendants, men and women, And 


SCENE, Venice. 


Vants 


TEW of VENICE. 
COMEDY. 
ACT L SCENE £ 


Enter Bass AN 10, ANTONIO, GRATIANO, and LORENZO. 


Anto. HOLD the world, but as a ſtage, Gratiano, 


* Where every man muſt play ſome certain part, 
And mine's a ſerious one. 

Grat. Laughter and mirth be mine: 
Why ſhould a man, whoſe blood is warm and young, 
Sit like his grandſire, cut in alabaſter! 
Sleep when he wakes, and creep into the jaundice, 
By being peeviſh! J tell thee what, Antonio! 
I love thee, and it is my love that ſpeaks: 
There are a ſort of men, whoſe viſages 
Do cream and mantle, like a ſtanding pond ; 
And do a wilful ſtillneſs entertain, 
* Screwing their faces in a politic form, 
To cheat obſervers with a falſe opinion 
Of wiſdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 
As who ſhould ſay, I am, Sir, an oracle. 
Oh, my Antonio! I do know of theſe, 
Who therefore only are reputed wiſe, 
For ſaying nothing; but more of this 
Another time. * Let you and I, Lorenzo, 
Take a ſhort turn: once more, my friends, be merry. 
All have their follies; merry fools are beit. 
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oy . _ v» 1 

* Lorenzo, come; Sir Gravities, fare wel, - _ 

Ill end my exhortation after dinner. 25 
[Exeunt Grat. and Loreny, 

Than 


Baſſa. Gratiano ſpeaks an infinite deal of nothing; 
More than any man in all Venice. His reaſons 
Are as two grains of wheat, hid in two buſhcls of chaff, 
You may ſeck all day ere you find em, and when 
You have 'em, they are not worth the ſearch. 
Anto. Well, tell me now, what lady is the ſame 
To whom you ſwore a ſecret pilgrimage, 
That you to day pomis'd to tell me of? 
Baſſa. Tis not unknown to you, Antonio, 
How much I have diſabled my eſtate 
By ſomething ſhewing a more ſwelling port, 
Than my faint means would grant continuance ; 
Nor would I now make ſuit to be abrig'd, 
From ſuch a noble rate; but my chief care 
Is to come fairly off, from the great debts, 
Wherein my time, ſomething too prodigal, 
Has left me bound. To you, Antonio, 
J owe the moſt in money, and in love. 
Anto. My friend can owe me nothing, we are one, 
* The treaſures I poſſeſs, are but in truſt, 
For him I love. Speak freely your demand, 
And if it ſtand, as you yourſelf (till do, 
Within the eye of honour, be aſſur'd, 
My purſe, my perſon, my extreameſt means, 
Are all my friend's. 
Baſſa. In my ſchool-days, when 1 bad loſt one ſhaft, 
T ſhot his fellow of the ſelf-ſame flight, 
The falf-ſame way, with more advis'd regard, 
And by advent'ring both, I oft found both. 
I owe you much, and like a prodigal; 
That which I owe is loſt: but if you pleaſe 
To ſhoot another arrow, that ſelf-way, 
Which you did ſhoot the firſt; I do not doubt, 
As I will watch the aim, or to find both, 
Or bring your latter hazard back again, 
And thankfully reſt debtor for the firſt. 
Aato. You know me weil, and kerein ſpend but time, 


0 
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To wind about my love with circumſtance. 

« Believe me, my Baſſanio, tis more wrong 

« Thus to delay the ſervice of your friend, 

Than if you had made waſte of all I have; 

« Is this to be a friend? with bluſhing cheek, 

With down-caſt eyes, and with a falt'ring tongue; 


| « We ſue to thoſe we doubt : friendſhip is plain, 


« Artleſs, familiar, confident, and free. 

* Aſk then as you would grant, were your's the power, 

Were your's the power, ſo would I aſk of you; 

No longer heſitate. Give me to know 

What you would have me do, and think it done. 
Baſſa. Then briefly thus. In Belmont is a lady 

Immenſely rich, and yet more fair than rich, 

And vertuous as ſhe is fair; ſometimes from her eyes 

J have receiv'd kind, ſpeechleſs, meſſages. | 

Her name is Portia: you have heard her fame, 

And how ſhe's courted. O, 7 * 

Had J but the means 
Anto. The means be thine, 11 I can find the means; 

My preſent fortunes are, thou know'ſt, at ſea : 

No money, nor commodity is left me 

To raiſe immediate ſums. Therefore go forth, 

Try what my credit can in Venice do. 

It ſhall be rack'd even to the uttermoſt 


0 furniſh thy defires : * Nay, no ſet ſpeech 


Of formal thanks, which I muſt bluſh to heat. 
Go, preſently enquire. And ſo will J. 
Where money is: * In friendſhip, who receives, 


* Obliges, by aeceptance, him that gives. _[Excunt, 


SCENE changes to BELMONT. 


Enter PoRTIA and NERISSA. 


Portia. In ſhort, Neriſſa, my little body is weary of this 


great world, 


Neriſſa. It might indeed, if your wants were as great as 
your 


Plenty. For ought I ſte, they are as ſick, who ſurfeit 
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With too much, as thoſe who ſtarve with too little; 

* From whence I conclude, that happineſs is ſeated in 

© The mean: ſuperfluity brings care, care both 

* Robs us of our time, and ſhortens our days; 

But competency is the eaſieſt, and the longeſt liver. 
Port. Good ſentences, and well pronounc'd. 
Neriſſa. They would be better, if well followed. 
Portia. It is a good divine, who follows his own teaching; 

I could eaſier inſtruct twenty, what were good to do, 

Than be one of the twenty, to follow my own inſtruction, 

The brain may deviſe laws for the blood: * but the hot 

Part will be ſure to get the better of the cold; but what 

Is all this to my chooſing a huſband ? ah me! the word 

Chooſe : I am neither to chooſe whom I like, nor 

Refuſe whom I diſlike; fo is the pleaſure of a 

Living daughter reſtrain'd by the will of a dead 

Father. Was ever woman ty'd to ſuch hard laws, 

* Nerilla, neither to chooſe, nor refuſe ? 

Neriſſa. Your father was ever vertuous, and holy men at 

Their deaths have often good inſpirations ; wherefore 

In this lottery, which he dying devis'd, in theſe three 

Caſkets of gold, ſilver, and lead, whereof who 

Chooſes his meaning, chooſes you: I have ſuperſtition 

Enough to believe the benefit lot is deſtin'd for 

* The beſt deſerver. 

© Love is, at beſt, but a 8 to all. 

* Your caſe looks different, but is in effect the ſanie 

With the reſt of the world: for it is fortune that 

* Always decides —— 

And now pray diſcover to whom of this retinue of fuitors 

Stand your affections molt inclin'd ? 

Never was woman ſo ſurrounded as you are. 

Portia. * Penelope was but a poor princeſs to Portia. 

But come, out with your liſt; read me the names, 

And according as I deſcribe, guefs at my inclinations. rchat 


Neriſſa. What a long liſt is here! Alas, for poor men, 


* Among ſo many but one can be happy ! [have fo 
Portia. * Alas, for poor women! that when ſhe might 

Many, ſhe muſt have but one! but come, a truce 

To moral reflections. Read, read, 

Neriſſa. 
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Feriſſa. 


Fair drawn: for if he ſhould chooſe the right caſket, 
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Neriſſa. Tmprimis, Here in the front, ſtands monſieur le 
Compte, 
Your French lover [than 
Portia. * Of himſelf, thou mean'ſt : he has more tricks 
A baboon: if my bird ſings, he ſtrait falls a capering; 
He will fence with his own ſhadow; * nor is his tongue 
« Leſs nimble than his heels; I would as ſoon marry 
My ſquirrel, or my monkey. | [comes next. 
Neriſſa. What think you then of your Engliſhman ? he 
Portia. * The Frenchman's ape: no, give me an original, 
Whatever it be. The ape of an ape mult needs be a ſtrange 
monſter. _ 
Neriſſa. Myn heer Van Guts, the Dutchman, how like 
you him? 
Portia. Very vilely in the morning when he is ſober: and 
More vilely in the afternoon, when he is drunk: 
At beſt, he is worſe than a man; and at worſt, no better 
Than a beaſt: I will do any thing, Neriſſa, ere I'll 
Be marry'd to a ſponge. * be 
Neriſſa. For any thing I find, this lottery is not like to 


You'll refuſe to perform your father's will. 

Portia. Therefore, I pr'ythee, ſet a bumper of Rheniſh 

On the contrary caſket; for if the devil be within, 
And the temptation without I know he will 
Chooſe it. 

* La Seignora Guts! oh hideous, what 
* A ſound would there be in the mouth of an 
Italian 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. Some of the ſtrangers, madam, deſire to take 
Their leaves: and there are others juſt arriv'd, and 
Alighting at the gate. [bid 

Portia, Would ſome one would come, to whom I could 
Welcome, as heartily, as I can bid all theſe farewel. 
There is a man, Neriſſa, ſuch a man! but what we wiſh, 
Either never arrives, or is always longeſt in coming: 
Fellow, go before: Neriſſa, come; whilſt we ſhut 
Out one lover, another knocks at the gate. | 

Neriſſa. This lottery will certainly be drawn full. [Exeunt. 
K 
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| W 
SCENE returns to VENICE. An 
| = Wo 
Enter BAsSsAN IO, and SHYLOCK the Jew, 
Shyl. THREE thouſand ducats? Well. 
\ſ Baſſa. Ay, Sir, for three months. T1 
| Shyl. For three months? Well. = 
i Baſſa. And, as I told you, Antonio will be bound. He 
i Shyl. Antonio bound? Well, * 
* Baſla. Will you oblige me? Shall I know your anſwer? if 
» Shyl. Three thouſand ducats for three months, and = 
Wl! Antonio bound! Me 
1 Baſſa. Your anſwer to that? Fx 
Mi Shyl. Antonio is a good man. 07 
„ Baſſa. Have you heard any imputation to the contrary? * 
5 Shyl. No, no, no; my meaning in ſaying he is a good If 
Wl Man, is to have you underſtand, that I think him 
1 A ſufficient man. When a man is rich, we ſay 
1 He 15 a good man: 3 
Ti * As on the contrery, when he has nothing, we fay 2 1. 
1 * Poor raſcal : tis the phraſe, tis the phraſe. Let me 01 
' | * Conſider, de Argoſy from Tripoly, another to the Indies, ＋. 
1 A third at Mexico; 1 underſtand moreover a fourth gu 
Wl For England. And other ventures he has ſcatter'd 15 
"i Abroad but ventures are but ventures, ſhips are Re 
"it But pl. es, ſailers but men: there are land-rats, Fc 
mg And watcr-rats, water-thieves and land-thieves: 
of And then there is the peril of waters, winds and rocks. By 
1 The man, notwithſtanding, is a ſufficient man. Three thou- oy 
j 9 Ducats— bumph- I think I may venture to take bis 
Whit Bond. 
Will Baſſa. Be aſſur'd you may. 
i 1 Shyl. I will be alſur d; and that I may be aſlur'd, I will * 
þ . bethink me. v. 
mn Where may I ſpeak with Antonio? bf 


Baſſa. If you will pleaſe to dine with us, 
Shyl. Yes, to ſmell pork, to eat of the habitation, which 
Four prophet conjur'd the devil into. I will buy 
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With you, ſell with you, talk with you, walk with you, 
And ſo forth, —but I will neither eat with you, drink 
With you, nor pray with you, that's flat. 
Enter Antonio. 
Baſſa. Here is Seignior Antonio. 
Shyl. afide.] How like a fawning publican he looks! 
J hate him, for he is a Chriſtian. 
But more, for that in low ſimplicity 
He lends out money gratis, and brings dowñ 
The rate of uſance, here with us in Venice. 
If J could catch him once upon the hip, 
I would feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 
He hates our ſacred nation; and he rails 
Even there, where merchants moſt do congregate, 
: On me, my bargains, and my well-worn thrift, 
* ; Which he calls nk curs'd be my tribe, 
os If I forgive him 

Baſſa. Shylock, do you hear? 

Shyl. I was debating of my private ſtock : 
And if my computation's right, 

I cannot inſtantly raiſe up the groſs 

Of full three thouſand ducats; what of that? 
Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of our tribe, 

Shall furniſh me; but ſoft! how many months 
Ist you defire ? 

Reſt you fair, good Seignior, 

You were the laſt man in our mouths. 

Anto. Shylock, altho' I neither lend nor borrow, 
By taking, or by giving of exceſs, 

Yet to ſupply my friend, Pll break a cuſtom : 
Is he yet reſolv'd, how much will ſerve? 

Shyl. Aye. aye, three thouſand ducats. 

Anto. And for three months. 

Shyl. I had forgot, three months, be told me ſo; 
Well then, your bond. But ſoft a little, methoughts 
You faid, you neither lend nor borrow 
Upon advantage. 

Ante. I do never uſe it. 

Shyl. When Jacob graz'd his uncle Laban's ſheep, 
This Jacob from our hely Abraham was, | 
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As his wiſe mother wrought on his behalf, 
The third peſſeſſor, aye, —he was the third. 
Anto. And what of him! did he take intereſt? 
Shyl. No, not as you would ſay, directly intereſt — 
* You know the ſtory. ' Twas a way to thrive. 
* Aud he was bleſs'd: for gain is — 
So men ſteal it not. 
Anto. Was this inſerted to make intereſt good ? 
Shyl. Note, my good Scignior! 
Anto. Mark you this, Baſſanio. 
The devil can cite ſcripture for a turn. 
An evil ſoul, producing holy witneſs, 
Is like a villain, with a ſmiling cheek. 
Oh, what a goodly outſide falſhood wears ! 
Shyl. Seignior Antonio, many a time and oft, 
On the Ryalto, have you rated me, 
About my monies, and my uſances; 
Still have I borne it with a patient ſhrug, 
For ſufferance is the badge of all our tribe. 
You call me miſbeliever, cut-throat dog, 
And ſpate upou my Jewiſh gaberdine, 
And all for uſe of that which is my own. 
Well then, it now appears, you need my help: 
Go to then, - you come to me, and you ſay, 
Shylock, we would have monies; 
You that did void your rheum upon my beard, 
Ard foot me, as you ſpurn a ſtranger cur 
Over your threſhold : money is your ſuit, 
What ſhould I anſwer? ſhould I not ſay, 
Has a dog money? can a cur 


Lend three thouſand ducats? or ſhall T bend down low, 


And in a bondman's key, with ſoft'ned voice, 
And whiſpering humbleneſs, — ſay thus! 
Fair Sir, on Wedneſday laſt, you ſpate on me; 
You ſpurn'd me ſuch a day; another time 
You call'd me dog, and for theſe courteſies 
I'll lend you ſo much monies? 

Anto. I am as like to call thee ſo again, 
To ſpit on thee again, to ſpurn thee too. 
If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 
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As to thy friend : for when did friendſhip take 
A breed of ſordid metal of his friend! 
But lend it rather as to thy enemy, 
Who, if he fails, thou may'ſt with better face 
Exact the penalty. 
Shyl. Why, look you, how you ſtorm, 
] would be friends with you, and have your love, 
Forget the ſhames that you have ſtain'd me with, 
apply your preſent wants, and take no doit 
Of uſance for my monies—and you'll 
Not hear me, — Were this offer kind? 
Baſſa. This were kindneſs. 
Shyl. This kindneſs will I ſhew; nay more, I'll take 
Antonio's ſingle bond: and that we may henceforth 
© Be friends, no penalty will I exact 
* But this, meerly for mirth — 
If you repay me not on ſuch a day, in ſuch a place, 
Such ſum or ſums as are expreſs'd—be this 
The forfciture. 
' Let me ſee, what think you of your noſe. 
or of an eye or of —a pound of fleſh 
* To be cut off, and taken from what part 
Of your body I ſhall think fit to name. 
* Thou art too portly, Chriſtian! 
Too much pamper'd—what ſay you then 
* To ſuch a merry bond? 
Anto. The Jew grows witty : I'll ſeal to ſuch a bond, 
And ſay there is much kindneſs in the Jew. 
Baſſa. You ſhall not ſeal to ſuch a bond 
© There is ſome trick, ſome farther fetch in this: 
You ſhall not ſeal to ſuch a bond for me. 
Anto. Fear not, my friend, within two months, that is 
A month before the bond expires, I expect returns 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 
Shyl. O father Abraham, what theſe Chriſtians are! 
Whoſe own hard dealings teach 'em to ſuſpect 
The truth of others. Pray tell me, ſhould he fail 
His day, —what ſhould I get by the exaction 
Of the penalty? a pound of man's fleſh ! 
Nor to be ſold, nor eaten 
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To buy his favour, I propos'd theſe terms. 
Such as I thought could bear no wrong 
Conſtruction : but ſince you're ſo ſuſpicious, 


Fare you well. - [Gotus, 
Anto. Stay, Shylock, I will ſeal as you propoſe. 
Shyl. Then meet me at the notary's, [Returniny, 


Give him directions to prepare the bond: 
In the mean time, I'll fetch the ducats ; 
See to my houſe, leſt ſome unthrifty knave 
Be on the guard! Chriſtian, thy hand, 
I'll preſently be with you. [Exit Jew, 
Anto. Thou'rt now a very gentle Jew. 
This Hebrew will turn Chriſtian, he grows kind. 
Baſſa. I like not yet the terms. 
A villain, when he moſt ſeems kind, 
Is moſt to be ſuſpected. | 
Anto. There is not the leaſt danger, nor can be, 
* Or if there were, what is a pound of fleſh, 
What my whole body, every drop of blood, 
* To purchaſe my friend's quiet! heav'n ſtill is good 
* To thoſe who ſeek the good of others: come, Baſſanio, 
* Be chearful, for *tis lucky gold we borrow : 
of all the joys that generous minds. receive, 
* The nobleſt is, the god-like power to give. [Exeunt, 
The end of the firſt Act. 


ACT II IL 


Enter SHYLOCK and JESSICA. 


AM bid forth to ſupper, Jeſſica, | 
There are my keys; but wherefore ſhould I go! 
I am not bid for love: they flatter me, 
But then I'll go in hate: to feed upon 
The prodigal Chriſtian, 
I am right loth to go, there is ſome ill 
A brewing towards me: I dreamt laſt night 
Of money-bags. Jeſſica! my girl, look to my houſe, 
They ſay, there will be maſques: hear you me, Jeſſica, 
Lock up my doors—and when you hear the drum, 
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Or the vile ſquealing of the wry-neck'd fyfe, 
Clamber not you up to the caſement then, 
Nor thruſt your head into the public ſtreets, 
To gaze on Chriſtian fools, with varniſh'd faces; 
But ſtop the windows cloſe; nor look, nor liiten, 
Let not the ſound of ſhallow foppery enter 
My ſober houſe. By Jacob's ſtaff I ſwear, 
I have no mind of feaſting forth to night : 
Well, Jeſſica, —go in—perhaps I will return 
Immediately. Do as I bid you, ſhut doors after 
You. Faſt bind, faſt find. Exit Shylock. 
Jeſſ. Alas! what ſin is it in me 
To be aſham'd to be my father's child? 
* But how can he be ſaid to have given me life, 
Who never ſuffer'd me to know 
What *tis to live? O Lorenzo! 
Keep but thy word to night, and thou ſhalt be, 
A father, and a huſband, both to me. LExit. 
Enter Lorenzo and Gratiano. 
Loren. Here ſhe diretts. | 
How 1 ſhall take her from her father's houſe, 
What gold and jewels ſhe is furniſh'd with, 
And how ſhe'll be diſguis'd: oh! 'tis the kindeſt 
Creature: if &/er the Jew her father comes to heav'n, . 
It muſt be for his gentle daughter's ſake. 
Oh! never may misfortune croſs her foot, 
For that ſke is the iſſue of a Jew. [to boot! 
Grat. Young, handſom, willing, with gold and jewels 
Plague on't, when ſhall IJ have ſuch luck? 
Enter Jeſſica, in the Balcony. 
Jeſſ. Who are you? tell me for more certainty : 
Albeit, I ſwear that I do know your voice, 
I love the repetition of your name. 
Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love. 
Jeſſ. Lorenzo certain, and my love indeed; 
For who love I ſo much? but ah! who knows 
But you, Lorenzo, whether I am your's? 
Lor. Heaven and thy thoughts are witneſs that thou art. 
Jeſſi. Here! catch this caſket, it is worth the pains, 
I'm glad *tis night ; you look, but cannot ſee me, 
1 


None upward clears the road. 
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For I am much aſham'd of what I am; 
But love is blind, and lovers cannot ſee 
* The follies that themſelves commit. 
Lor. Come down, my love. 
Jeſſi. I will make faſt the doors, and gild myſelf 
With ſome few ducats more, and then be with you. [Exit. 
Grat. Now, by my ſoul a Gentile, and no Jew, 
* She robs her father with a Chriſtian's grace. 
Lor. Beſhrew me but I love her from my ſoul! 
For ſhe is fair, or elſe my eyes are falſe: 
And true the is. What proofs could ſhe give more? 
And, oh! ſhe's kind; ſhe loves me, and I love. 
A greater bliſs, ſcarce heaven itſelf can boaſt, 
* Than mutual love. 
Enter Jeſſica, ſbutting the door after her. 
Jeſſi. * Shut doors after you ; faſt bind, faſt find. 
* Theſe were his laſt words: thus I avoid the 
Curſe of diſobedience: be thou ſhut till I 
, __ thee. 
Lor. $0 whilſt old Laban ſnor'd in bed, 
Jacob with ſprightly Rachel fled. 
Jeſſ. His gold, and gems of price they took. 
And eke the flower of every flock. [Holds up à bag. 
Lor. But not one precious thing was there 
That could with Jeſſica compare. 
Enter Antonio. 
Ant. Fye, fye, my friends. why do you loiter thus! 
Gratiano and Lorenzo, for ſhame make haſte: 
Baſſanio frets, that you are wanting, 
He has ſent twenty times to look you out. 
Grat. Matters of ſtate, Antonio! matters of ſtate, 


* A rape and a robbery! matters of ſtate, 
* Matters of (tate, Antonio! 


Ant. Away, away, for ſhame. [Exit, 
Lor. Farewell, Gratiano: excuſe me to Baſſanio. 
Come, Jeſſica, this muſt be your way and mine. [Exeunt. 


Grat. Jew, Turk, and Chriſtian, differ but in creed: 
In ways of wickedneſs, they're all agreed: 


They part and cavil, 
But all jog on—unerring to the devil. [Excurf. 


Exit, 


ag, 


THE JEW OF VENICE 83 


SCENE opens and diſcovers Bassanto, 

ANTONIO, SHYLOCK, and others, fitting, 
as at an entertainment. Muſic playing: 
during the muſic, GRATIANo enters, and 
takes his place. 


Anto. * THIS fo immortal friendſhip; fill it up 
ge thou to me, and I to my Baſſanio, 
Like Venice and her Adriatic bride, 
For ever link'd in love. 
Baſſa. * Thou join'ſt us well; and rightly haſt compar'd: 
Like Venice on a rock, my friendſhip ſtands 
* Conſtant and fix'd ; but *tis a barren ſpot: 
* Whilſt like the liberal Adriatic, thou 
With plenty bath'ſt my ſhoars 
My fortunes are the bounty of my friend. 
Anto. * My friend's the nobleſt bounty of my fortune. 
sound every inſtrument of muſic there, 
To our immortal friendſhip. All drink. Loud muſic. 
Baſſa. Let love be next, what elſe ſhould 
Follow friendſhip ? 
To love, and to love's queen, my charming Portia, 
Fill; till the roſy brim reflects her lips: 
; Then kiſs the ſymbol round, 
Oh! in this lottery of love, where chance, 
Not choice. preſides: give, give, ye powers, the lot, 


Where ſhe herſelf would place it: crown her wiſh, 


* Tho? ruin and perdition catch Baſſanio: 
Let me be wretched, but let her be bleſs'd. 


[Drink, and muſic again. 


Grat. Mine's a ſhort health: here's to the ſex in general: 
* To woman, be ſhe black, or brown, or fair : 
Plump, ſlender, tall, or middle-ftatur'd 
* Let it be woman: and 'tis all I aſk. 
Drink again. Muſic as before, 
Shyl. © I have a miſtreſs, that out-ſhines em all—- _ 


| © Commanding yours, —and yours, tho the whole fex ; 
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* O! may her charms encreaſe and multiply ; 

* My money is my miltreſs! here's to 

* Intereſt upon intereſt. | [ Drinks, 
Anto. * Let birds and beaſts of prey howl to ſuch vous, 

All generous notes be huſh'd : pledge thy ſelf, Jew: 

None here will fir the glaſs [All riſe, 

Nor ſhall the muſic ſound : O Baſſanio ! 

* There ſits a heavineſs upon my heart 

* Which wine cannot remove: I know not, 

But muſic ever makes me thus. 
Baſſa. The reaſon is, your ſpirits are attentive ; 

For do but note, a wild and wanton herd, 

Or race of ſkittiſh and unhandled colts, | 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing and neighing loud. 

If they but hear by chance ſome trumpet ſound, 

Or any air of muſic touch their ears, 

You ſtrait perceive *em make a mutual ſtand, 

Their ſavage eyes turn'd to attentive gaze, 

By the ſoft power of muſic: therefore the poet 

Did feign, that Orpheus melted ſtones and rocks: 

For what ſo hard, fo ſtubborn, or ſo fierce, 

But muſic, for the time, will change it's nature? 

The man, who has not muſic in his ſoul, Is 

Or is not touch'd with concord of ſweet ſounds, 

Is fit for treaſons, ſtratagems, and ſpoils: 5 

The motions of his mind are dull as niht. b. 

And his affections dark as Erebus; . . 

Let no ſuch man be truſted - mark the muſic. | 


Here to be a complete concert of vocal and inſtrumental muſic, 


after the Italian manner. 
The concert ceaſing. 
Anto. With ſuch an air of true magnificence, 
My noble minded brother treats his friends, 
As hardly has been known to Italy, 
since Pompey and Lucullus entertain'd : 
To frame thy fortune ample as thy mind, 
* New worlds ſhould be created. 
Enter Servant. ; 
Serv. Tbe maſter of the ſhip ſends word, the wind is 
Come about: and he deſires you would haſte aboard, 
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Baſſ. turning to Anto.] Oh, my lov'd friend! till now 
I never knew 
The pangs of parting friendſhip. 
At diſtance I have taſted of the pain, 
When the rude morn has ſunder'd us away, 
Jo our repoſe: but, by my ſoul, I ſwear 
Even then my eyes would drop a ſilent tear, 
© Repugnant ſtill to cloſe, and ſhut out thee. | 
Anto. You go for your advantage, and that thought 
Shall keep Antonio comforted, 
Baſſ. The traje is from hence to Belmont ſhort, 
And letters may come daily: ſuch intercourſe 
Is all the cordial abſent friends enjoy: 
Fail not in that. Your trouble ſhall be ſhort, 
* I will return with the beſt ſpeed I can. 
Anto. Be not too haſty, my Baſſanio, neither; 
Slubber not buſineſs for my ſake, my friend, 
* But ſtay the very ripening of thy love. 
* Be gay, aſſiduous, and employ ſuch arts, 
As beſt incline the fair: love is not ſeiz'd, but won; 
Hard is the labour; you mult plant and prune, 
And watch occaſion juſt : this fruit is nice, 
* *'Twill promiſe wonders, and grow fairly up; 
* Seem hopeful to the eye, look ripe, and then 
A ſudden blaſt ſpoils all. 
Enter another Servant. | 
Serv. * The maſter of the ſhip has ſent agen. {ſbip 
Baſſ. One more embrace: to thoſe who know not friend- 
This may appear unmanly tenderneſs; 
But *tis the frailty of the braveſt minds. 
Anto. I aſk but this, Baſſanio; 
Give not your heart ſo far away, 
As to forget your friend. 
Come, is all ready? I muſt haſten you. 
Grat If you were ready to part, 
Tis all we ſtay for now, 
Baſſ. Shylock, thy hand, be gentle to my friend, 
© Fear not thy bond, it ſhall be juſtly paid, 
We ſoon ſhall meet again, 
* Always, I hope, good friends. 


rinks, 
Vows, 


I riſe, 
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Oh, my Antonio! 'tis hard, tho? for a moment, 
* To loſe the ſight of what we love. 


Shyl. afide.] *Theſe two Chriſtian fools put me in mind . 
Of my money: juſt ſo loth am TI to part with that. : 2 
Baſſ. Gratiano, lead the way: Shylock, once more farewel. 4 
We mult not part, but at the ſhip, Antonio: ; o 
* Lovers and friends, ſhould they for ages ſtay, 1 * 
Would ſtill find ſomething left that they would ſay. 4 

[ Exeunt, « 1] 


The end of the ſecond aft. 


ACTIE SERENE IL 


Enter PoRTIA, BASSANIO, NERISSA, GRATIANO, and 
their train. NERISSA, GRATIANO diſcourſe apart. 


Baſſ. W HY if two gods ſhould play ſome hcay'nly 
match; 
And on the wager lay two earthly beauties, 
And Portia one, there muſt be ſomething more 
Pawn'd with the other; for the poor rude world 
Has not her equal: but, alas! the while 
Should Hercules and Lychas play at dice, 
Who were the better man ? the greater throw 
Might turn by fortune from the weaker hand: 
So were a giant worſted by a dwarf; 
And ſo may I, having no guide but chance, 
« Miſs that, which one unworthier may obtain, 
+ And die with the deſpair. 
Port. Therefore forbear to chooſe, pauſe for a while, 
Before you hazard; for in chuſing wrong 
You loſe for ever: therefore, I pray forbear; 
For ſomething tells me, but it is not love, 
I would not loſe you: I could teach you 
How to chooſe right: but then I am forſworn, 
So will I never be. 
* Yet ſhould you miſs me, 
I ſhould repent that I was not forſworn : 
I ſpeak too much; tho' thought will have no bound, 


/ 
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A virgin's tongue ſhonld ſhame to hint a thought, | 
At which a virgin's cheek ſhould bluſh. lt 
Think it not love, yet think it what you pleaſe, 
So you defer a month or two : 
„For fain I would detain you as a friend, 
« Whom as a lover I might loſe, 
should you perſiſt to venture the raſh throw. 
© Tis better ſtill to doubt, and till to hope, 
Than knowing of our fates, to know 
That we have loſt for ever. | 
Baſſ. Doubt is the worſt eſtate : tis better once 
To die, than ſtill to live in pain. 
Peſire is fierce, nor brooks the leaſt delay. 
Fortune and love befriend me: I'm reſolv'd. 
My life, and all my earthly happineſs 
Sits on the chance: where may J find the caſket ? 
Port. Yet, let me perſuade you: if for yourſelf 
© You cannot fear, tremble for her 
For her, to whom you have ſo often ſworn, 
More than yourſelf, you love her; think! oh, think! 
On Portia's fate: who may not only loſe 
© The man, by whom ſhe wiſhes to be won, 
But being loſt to him, remain expos d 
To ſome new choice; another muſt poſſeſs 
What chance denies to you. O fatal law! 
* Loſt to each other were a cruel doom, 
But 'tis our leaſt misfortune. I may live 
To be enjoy'd by ane I hate. And you 
May live to ſee it. 
Baſſ. To love, and to be loy'd, yet not poſſeſs, 
No greater curſe could be, but what thou fear'ſt ; 
* Yet I will on: with double flames I burn, 
* Enowing that Portia loves me; all my fear 
Was for her love: ſecure of that I go 
* Secure of the reward. Lead me to the caſkets. 
Portia. Away then, and find out where Portia's lock'd: 
Thy courage is an omen of ſucceſs, 
If love be juſt, he'll teach thee where to chooſe. 
Neriſſa, ſhew him, ſince he is reſolv'd; 


The reſt ſtand all aloft, whilſt muſic plays, 


n mind 


rewel, 


ay. 


Xeunt, 
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That if he loſe, like ſwans we may expire 
In ſofteſt harmony : but if he win, 
Ah! what is muſic then? then muſie is 
Even as the flouriſh, when true ſubjects bow 
To a new crown'd- monarch : ſuch it is, 
As are thoſe dulcet ſounds at break of day, 
That ſteal into the dreaming bridegroom's ear, 
And ſummon him to joy: ſee where he goes 
With no leſs preſence, but with much mote love, 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid, by weeping Troy, 
To the ſea-monſter: I, like the victim ſtand, 
The reſt aloof, like the Dardanian wives, 
With blotted viſages come forth, to view 
The iſſue of the exploit. Go, Hercules, 
Love, that inflames thy heart, inſpire thy eyes, 
* To chooſe aright where Portia is the prize. 
Portia and the reſt ſtand at a diſtance, obſerving ſoft muſic, 
Till re-enter Baſſanio, in each hand a caſket. 
Baſſ. Who chooſes me, ſhall get what he deſerves, 
The like inſcription bears this filver caſket. 1 
Shall get what he deſerves; who chooſe by ontward ſhew, 
Entic'd by gilded baits and flattering forms, 
Who look not to th” interior : but like the martlet, 
Build in the weather on the outward wall, 
Even in the force and road of caſualty, 
What may their merit be? Agen let me conſider, 
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Grat. Take the gold, man, or the ſilver: Plague on't 
Would I were to chooſe for him. 

Baſſ. Shall get what he deſcrves: let none preſume 
Without tne ſtamp of merit to obtain. 
Oh ! that eſtates, degrees and offices, 
Were not deriv'd corruptly ; and that clear honour 
Were purchas'd by the merit of the wearer! 
How many then would cover who ſtand bare! 
How many be commanded, who command! 
How much low peaſantry would then be glean' d 
From the true ſeed of honour! and how much honour 
Pick'd from the chaff and ruin of the times, 
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To be new varniſh'd! let me not be raſh, 
There yet remains a third: well will I * 


Ere I reſolve. | Exit. 
Grat. Take the gold, I ſay; pox on heady what is it 
good 


« For, but to make bullets? 'tis the image of 
© Death and deſtruction. 
Re-enter Baſſanio with a caſket of lead. 
Baſſ. The world is ſtill deceiv'd with ornament : 
In law, what plea ſo tainted or corrupt, 
But being ſeaſon'd with a gracious voice, 
And cover'd with fair ſpecious ſubtleties, 
Obſcures the ſhew of reaſon. * In religion, 
What damn'd error, but ſome ſober brow: 
Will bleſs it, and approve it with a text. 
There is no vice ſo artleſs, but aſſumes 
Some mark. of virtue on its outward parts, 
Hiding the groſlneſs with fair ornament. 
How many cowards, with livers white as milk, 
Have backs of brawn, and wear upon their chins 
The beard of Hercules and frowning Mars! 


| Look even on beauty: what are thoſe criſped locks 


That make ſuch wanton gambols with the wind? 
What but the dowry of a ſecond head; 

The ſkull that bred 'em in the a 

Thus ornament is as a beauteous ſcarf | 

* Veiling deformity. Therefore thou gawdy gold, 
Hard food for Midas, I will have none of thee: 
Nor none of thee, ſilver, thou common drudge, 
*Twixt man and man. But thou, thou meagre lead, 
Which rather threaten'ſt, than doſt promiſe ought, 
* Thy ſullenneſs moves more than eloquence, 

And here I fix: joy be the conſequence. 

Grat. Undone, undone: I'll not ſtand to't, Neriſſa. I'll 
* Chuſe for myſelf. 

Portia. aſide.] How all the other 1 fleet to air! 
As doubtful thoughts, and raſh embrac'd deſpair, 
Tormenting fears, and green-ey'd jealouſy. 

0 love! be moderate; allay this extacy. 
In meaſure pour thy joy, ſtint this exceſs : 
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I feel too much thy bleſſing, make it leſs. 
For fear I ſurfeit. 


| ll | Baſſ. What find I here? [Opening the caſket, ; As 
"7 | The portraiture of Portia. | Ne 
9 | What demi-god has come ſo near creation? move theſe eyes! | : 
18 Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 
„ : x 1 N. 
Wl Seem they in motion? here arc ſever'd lips, 5 
0 hi Parted with ſweeteſt breath: The very odour _ 
We scems there expreſs'd, and thus invites the taſte! 
"1 AS \ 
1 Kiſſing the picturt. Part 
1 And here again, here in her lovely hair, 
: ; The 
The painter plays the ſpider, and has woven 
A golden ſnare, to catch the hearts of men : 
* But then her eyes! . 
* How could he gaze undazzled upon them, 
And ſee to imitate? let me peruſe the motto. 1 
Reads.] Who chooſes me; let him whoſe fate it is, 
* Turn to the fair, and claim her with a kiſs. | 
A gentle ſcroll: fair lady, by your leave. 
I come, by note, to give and to receive, 91 
Like one of two contending for a prize, 7 
Who thinks he has done well, looks round to mark = 
(Hearing applauſe, and univerſal ſhout) I 
Whether thoſe peals of praiſe are meant to him: 8 
So ſtands Baſſanio, full of hopes and fears, 
* Still anxious what to truſt, and what believe, 
Till you confirm his hopes. = 
Portia. © Had choice decided, and not only chance, LE 
* As fortune has diſpos'd me, ſo had I. 
Myſelf, and what is mine, to you and yours z 
Is now converted. But now I was the lady 
Of this fair manſion, miſtreſs of theſe ſervants, * 
Queen o'er myſelf, even now; and in a moment 
This houſe, theſe ſervants, and myſelf, their queen, 0¹ 
Are yours, my lord. I plight em with this ring, Bc 
Which when you part from, loſe, or give away, 
Let it preſage the ruin of your love, 
And ſtand, as a record, that you were falſe, | a 


A follower of my fortunes, not of me, 
And never meant me fair. 


p caſket, 


ſe eyes! 


pifture, 


Baſl. 
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Baſſ. Die firſt, Baſſanio. My miſtreſs, and my queen, 
As abſolute as ever ſhall you reign. a 
Not as the lord, but vaſſal of your charms ; 
Not as a conqueror, but acquilition ; 
Not one to leſſen, but enlarge your power; 
No more but this, the creature of your pleaſure; 
As ſuch receive the paſſionate Baſſanio. | 
Oh! there is that confuſion in my powers, - 
As words cannot expreſs: but when this ring 
Parts from this finger, then part life from thence: 
Then ſay, and be aſſur'd, Baſſanio's dead. 
Gratiano and Neriſſa ſeem in earneſt diſpute. 
Grat. I fay a bargain's a bargain, and I will ING 
Ner. I ſay, we drew ſtakes. 
Grat. That was only in caſe I had loſt, child. 
Portia. A diſpute: between our friends! what's the matter, 
couſin ? 
Grat. I'II tell you, madam, the matter in hack and you 
ſhall be judge : 
© I happen'd to ſay to this lady, that it was her deſtiny to 
Have me; ſhe conſented to put it to tryal, and agreed 
To be determined by the choite, my friend ſhould make, 
' If he had you I ſhould have her; and here 
stand I to claim her promiſe. 
Portia. Is this true, Neriſſa? 
Ner. Aye! but he recanted, and ſaid afterwards, he 
Would chuſe for himſelf. . 
Grat. Why ſure ſo I can, now I know the right caſket, 
What ſort of a tramontane, do you take me to 
Be? You are gone that way too, as I take it. 
Ner. * Then, madam, all my hope is, that you won' 'tlet 
Me keep my word. 
Grat. Tis falſe, to my certain knowlege ſhe hopes 
Otherwiſe Neriſſa! we'll play with 'em the firſt 
Boy for a thouſand ducats. 
Ner. * Methinks this looks like the laſt act of a 1 
All parties are agreed; there remains nothing but 
To draw the curtain and put out the lights. 
Grat. A good hint, my love: let you 1and I make our exit 
About that ſame laſt act, as you call it. 
| L 
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Baſſ. I rejoice, Gratiano, that my good fortune 
* Thus included yours. : 
* Ob! that Antonio knew of our ſueceſs. 
It would o'cr-joy him. Pry'thee, Gratiano, 
Send a ſpecial meſſenger to Venice, 
Jo inform him of our fortunes - 
* Shylock ſhall now be paid, my friend is ſafe, 
And happineſs on every ſide ſurrounds us. 
Gratiano going out, meets Lorenzo, Jeſſica, and a-ſervant frim 
Antonio entring. 
Grat. Lorenzo, aud his pretty infidel, 
Salerio too, Antonio's ſervant; if I miſtake him not. 
Look here, Baſſanio; here is news from Venice. 
Baſl. Lorenzo. Welcome! Salerio too! What news 
From my Antonio? Oh, *tis the beſt of friends! 
Ware welcome hither. By your leave, my 
Tho' my intereſt here be yet but young, I 
Take upon me to bid my friends moſt welcome. 
Portia. So do T, my lord, they are entirely welcome. 
Lor. We thank you, madam: for my part, my lord, 
My purpoſe was not to have ſeen you here; 
But meeting with Salerio by the way, 
He needs would have me come. 
sal. I did, my lord, deſire it, and =P a reaſon for it: 
Seignior Antonio commends him to you. 
Baſſ. How does my friend? 
Sal. © This letter will inform you. 
Baſſanio reads to himſelf, and ſeems concern'd, 
Grat. Neriſſa, bid this ſtranger welcome: 
Tour hand, Lorenzo: and yours, Salerio. 
What's the news from Venice? We are the Jaſons 
Who have won the fleece: Antonio will aher 
At our ſucces, 
Sal. Would you had won the fleece which: he has loſt. 
* Portia, There are ſome ſhrewd contents in that ſame papel. 
Which ſteal the colour from Baſſanio's cheek : 
some great misfortune ſure: no common cauſe 
Could thus diſturb him at this time. Still worſe and worke 
With leave, Baſſanio, I am half yourſelf, 
And freely muſt have half of any thing 
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That this ſame letter brings you. | 
Baff. O my Portia! here are a few of thai moſt fatal words 

That ever blotted paper 

When I did firſt impart my love, I told you 

That all the wealth I had ran in my veins. 

When I ſaid nothing, I ſhould then have ſaid 

That I was worſe than nothing : for indeed 

I have engag'd myſelf to my beſt friend; 

Engag'd my friend to his worſt enemy, > 

To feed my fortunes. But is it true, Salerio? 

Have all his ventures 'fail'd ? What not one hit! 

From Tripoly, from Mexico, from England, 

From Liſbon, Barbary, and India, 

And not one veſſel ſcape! 

Sal. Not one, my lord. 

Portia.. Is it your friend who is thus troubled ? 

Bail. The deareſt friend to me! the kindeſt man! 
The beſt condition'd, moſt unwearied ſpirit | 
In doing good; and one in whom | | 
The ancient Roman honour more appears, | i 
For liberal love and bounteous courteſy, | 
Than any that has breath'd in Italy | 
Since Antony and Brutus. 

Portia. What is the ſum? 

Baſſa. For me three thouſand ducats, 

* Rais'd to tranſport me hither. 

Portia, What! no more! 

. | And rais'd on my account? 'Tis then my debt ; 
Pay him ſix thoufand, double fx thouſand, | - 
And then treble that, before a friend ſhould ſuffer, 
Or loſe a hair thro' my Baſſanio's fault: 55 
You ſhall away to' Venice to your friend; 
For never ſhall you lie by Portia's ſide 

as loſt. Vith an unquiet ſoul. You ſhall have gold 

me papel, To pay the petty debt twenty times over. 
Neriſſa, and myſelf, mean while will live 
As maids and widows. Let none reply, 

ind worſe: For I will have it thus. | * 

Baſſ. O love, O friendſhip! 

Was ever man thus tortur'd! 
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Grat. * What! not one quarter of an-hour to pack up 
My baggage? : 
Ner. © Whereabouts is the laſt act now, Gratiano? 
Grat. Faith, child, I have the part ready, 
If I might have leave to play it. 
Portia. © Away ye triflers. 
* Nay then, Baſſanio, I muſt thruſt you from me: 
* *Tis hard for both to be divided thus 
* Upon our wedding-day. But honour calls, 
And love maſt wait. Honour, that ſtill delights 
* To tyrannize o'er love. Farewel, my lord, 
Be chearful in this tryal: as you prove, 
'Your faith in friendſhip, I will truſt your love. 
[She conducts him to the der, 
[Exeunt Baſſanio and Gratiano. 
Lor. Madam, if yon knew to whom you ſhew this honour! 
How true a lover of your lord! t 
Portia. I never did repent of doing good; 
Nor ſhall I now: but we have much to do 
In other things : therefore to you, Lorenzo, 
And to this lady, whoſe pardon J ſhould crave, 
For having ſtood ſo much un-noted by me, 
J will commit, as to my lord's beſt friends, 
The huſbandry and conduct of my houſe 


a 


Until my lord's return : for my own part, 


I have to heaven breath'd a ſecret vow, 
To live in prayer and contemplation, 
Only attended by Neriſſa here, 
Until her huſband and my lord come back. 
There is a monaſtery two miles off, 
And there we will abide. I do deſire you 
Not to deny this impoſition, which | 
My love, and ſome neceſſity 
Now lays upon you. 
Lor. Madam, with all our hearts, 
We will obſerve your pleaſure. | 
Portia. Come on, Neriſſa; I have work in hand 
That thou yet knoweſt not of. Balthazar, 
Thou art honeſt ; ſo let me find thee ſtill. 
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Follow me in: I have ſome ſhort directions 


For you all. Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to a priſon in VENICE, 


Enter SHYLOCK and JAILER, with ANTONIO in ſpackles. 


Shyl. Jailer, look to him. Tell not me of mercy ; 
This is the fool, who lent out money gratis ; 
Where is that friend thou haſt ſo much oblig'd 
Will own thee now? Jailer, I ſay, 
Look to him. 
Anto. Hear me yet, good Shylock. | 
Shyl. Pll have my bond: I have ſworn an oath, that 
I will have my bond: thou call'dſt me dog, 
Before thou hadſt a cauſe: but ſince I ama 
Dog, beware my fangs, | a 
Anto. I pr'ythee hear me ſpeak. 
Shyl. ll have my bond. I will not hear thee ſpeak: 
I'll not be made a ſoft relenting fool, 
To ſhake the head, and ſigh, and yield, and melt 
To chriſtian interceſſors: I'll have no ſpeaking, 
I will have my bond. | 
Anto. Thou wilt not take my fleſn; what's that good for? 
Shyl. To bait.fiſh withal ; if it will feel nothing elſe, it 
Will feed my revenge: Thou haſt diſgrac'd me, 
Hindered me half a million; laugh'd at my loſſes ; : 
Repin'd at my gains; ſcorn'd my nation; 
Thwarted my bargains ; cool'd my friends; 
Enflam'd my enemies ; and what's the reaſon ? 
am a Jew— has not a Jew eyes? Has not 
A Jew hands! Organs, dimenſions; ſenſes, affections, 
Paſſions? Fed with the ſame food, hurt with 5 
The ſame weapons, ſubject to the ſame diſeaſes, 
Heal'd by the ſame means, warm'd and cool'd 
By the fame winter and ſummer as a chriſtian? 
If you prick us, do we not bleed ? If you 


Tickle us, do we not laugh? If you poiſon us, 


Do we not die? And if you wrong us, ſhall _ 
We not revenge? If we are like you in the reſt, 


We will reſemble you in that: for if a Jew 
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Wrong a chriſtian, what is his humility, 
Revenge? If a chriſtian wrong a Jew, what 
Should his ſufferance be by a chriſtian example? 
Why, revenge. The charity you practiſe, I will 
Imitate : and it ſhall go hard, but I will improve 
By the inſtruction. 

Anto. Thou art the moſt impenetrable cur 
That ever kept with men. | 

Shyl. My daughter too! none knew ſo well as you of my 
Daughter's flight. Why there, there, there is a 
Diamond gone, coſt me two thouſand ducats in F rankfort. 
A ring too, it was my turkis; I had of Leah, 
Wuen I was a batchelor; beſides gold, and many other 
Precious jewels. Would. my daughter were dead. 
At my foot, ſo the jewels were in her ears; 
Would ſhe were hears'd, ſo the ducats were in the 
Coffin. No news, and I know not how much 
Spent in the ſearch: loſs upon loſs. The thief gone 
With ſo much, and ſo much to find the thief ; 
And no ſatisfaction, no revenge: but thou art 
Caught, and thou ſhalt pay the whole thief's bill. 
Thou, who waſt wont to lend out money for a chriſtian 
Courteſy : thou chriſtian fool, pay thy debts: 
er, I ſay, look to him. 


[Thrujts him after the Jailer, and Excunt. 
The end of the third Act. 


A C r IW. SCENE I 


A court of juſtice. The Dukx and nobles ſeated. Officers of the 


court attending ANTONIO as a priſoner, BAss AN 10 and 
GRATIANO. 


Duke. HAT is Antonio here? EE, 
Anto. Ready, ſo pleaſe your grace. 
Duke. I am ſorry, for thee, thou art come to anſwer 
A ſtony adverſary; an inhumane wretch,, 
Incapable of pity. Go, one, and call the Jew 
Into the court. | 


ort. 


Ant. 


the 
and 
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Duke. Make room, and let him ſtand before our face. 


Shylock, the world does think, and ſo do 1, 

That thou but lead'ſt this faſhion of thy malice 

To the laſt hour of act; and then, 'tis hop'd, 
Thou'lt ſhew thy mercy, and remorſe, as ſtrange. 
As is thy ſtrange apparent cruelty, . 

Glancing an eye of pity on his loſſes, 


That have of late fo huddled on his back, 


Enow to preſs a royal merchant down, 

And pluck commiſeration of his ſtate 

From ſtubborn Turks and Tartars, never train'd 
To offices of tender courteſy. 

We all expect a gentle anſwer, Jew. 


Shyl. I have poſſeſs'd your grace, of what I purpoſe, 


And by our holy ſabbath have I ſworn, 
To have the due, and forfeit of my bond: 
If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter, and the city's freedom: 
You'll aſk me why I rather chooſe to have 
A weight of carrion-fleſh, than to receive 

Three thouſand ducats; I reply to that, 

It is my humour: is that queſtion anſwer'd ? 

What if my houſe be troubled with a rat, 

And I am pleas'd to give ten thouſand ducats 

To have it ban'd; what! are you anſwer'd yet? 

My humour is my reaſon. Are you anſwer'd? 

Baſſ. This is no anſwer, thou hard-hearted man. 
Anto. I pray you think you queſtion with a Jew; 

You may as well expoſtulate with wolves; 

You may as well go ſtand upon the beach, 

And bid the waves be till, and winds be huſh'd = 
Forbid the mountain pines to ſtir a leaf, 

When the rude guſts of heay'n are whiſtling round; 
You may as well do any thing moſt hard 

As ſeek to ſoften that, than which what harder? 
His Jewiſh heart: Therefore I do beſeech you, 
Make no more offers, uſe no farther means, 

But with all brief and plain conveniency, 

Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will. 

L 4 
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BaT. For thy three thouſand ducats here are fix, 


Shyl. If every ducat in fix thouſand ducats, Ane 
Were in ſix parts, and every part a ducat, Inf 
J would not draw em: I will have my bond. 

Duke. How may'it thou hope for mercy, rend'ring none? Th 

Shyl. What judgments ſhall I dread, doing no wrong ? 6.” 
You have among you many a purchas'd ſlave, «| 
Whom, like your aſſes, and your dogs and mules, | E 
You aſe in abject, and 1 in ſlaviſh part, Ty 


Pecaaſ: vou bought 'em: ſhall I ſay to you, 
Let em be free: marry em to your heirs: 
Why ſweat they under burdens? Let their beds 
Be made as ſoft as yours; and let their palates 
Be ſeaſon'd with ſuch dainties. You will anſwer, * 
The flaves are ours: ſo do I anſwer you. 
The penalty which I demand of him, 
Is dearly bought; tis mine, and J will have it: 
If you deny me, ſhame upon your laws, 
There is no force in the decrees of Venice: 
I (ſtand for judgment. Anſwer, ſhall J have it? 

Dake. The court will firſt adviſe. Here is a letter 
From fam'd Bellario, which does much commend J 
A young and learned doctor in our court, 
Whoſe wiſdom ſhall direct us. Where is he? 
Call in the council. 

Baſſ. Fear not, Antonio: this greedy dog 
Shall have my fleſh, blood, ſinewe, bones and all, 
Ere thou ſhalt loſe one drop of blood for me. 

To Shylock] Why doſt thou whet thy knife ſo earneſtly? 

Shyl. To cut the forfeit from that bankrupt there. 

Baſſ. Can no prayers plerce thee? 

Shyl. None that thou haſt wit enough to make. 

Bail. oh, be thou damn'd, inexorable Jew! 
And that thou liv'ſt, let juſtice be accus'd; 

And heaven accus'd that ſuch a wretch was born. 
Thou almoſt mak'ſt me waver in my faith, 
To hold opinion with Pythagoras, 
That ſ-uls of animals infuſe themſelves 
Into the trunks of men: thy curriſh ſpirit 
Govera'd.a-wolf, who hang'd for human ſlaughter, 
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Even from the gallows, did his fell ſoul fleet, 
And whilſt thou laid'ſt in thy unhallow'd dam, 
Infus'd itſelf in thee. 
Shyl. Till thou canſt rail the ſeal from off thy bond, 
Thou but offend'ſt thy lungs to ſpeak ſo loud: 
Thy curſes fall on thy own head, for thus 
« Enſnaring thy beſt friend, thou didſt it, and not J. 
© I ſtand for law: thy prodigality brought him 
To this. | 
Baſſ. Inhumane dog! 
Oſſicer. Room for the couneil there. | 
Enter Portia diſguis'd like a lawyer, Neriſſa ike ber clerk, with 
bag and papers. | 
Duke. Take your place. 
Are you acquainted with the difference, 
Which holds the preſent queſtion in the court? 
Portia, J am inſtructed fully in the caſe. 
Which is Antonio, and which the Jew? 
Duke. Antonio, and old Shylock, both ſtand forth. 
Portia, Is your name Shylock ? 
Shy l. Shylock is my name. 
Portia. Of a ſtrange nature is the ſuit you follow, 


Is the bond prov'd? Or, does he confels it? 


Anto. I do confeſs it. 
Portia, Then muſt the Jew be merciful. 
Shyl. On what compulſion muſt I? Tell me that. 
Portia. The quality of mercy is not ſtrain'd; 
It drops as does the gentle dew from heav'n 
Upon the place beneath: it is twice bleſs'd, 
It bleſſes him that gives, and him that takes: 
'Tis mightieſt in the mightieſt: it becomes 


The crowned monarch better than his crown: 


It is the firſt of ſacred attributes, 
And earthly power does then ſeem moſt divine, 
When mercy ſeaſons juſtice. I have ſpoke thus much 
To mitigate the rigour of thy plea ; - 
For if thou follow'ſt this ſtrict courſe of law, 
Then muſt Antonio ſtand condemn'd. 
Shyl. My deeds upon my head. I crave the law, 
The penalty and forfeit, of the bond. 
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Portia. Is he not able to diſcharge the bond? 
Baſſ. Yes, here I tender't for him in the court, 
Twice, thrice the ſum; if that will net ſuffice, 
I will be bound to pay it ten times over, 
On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart : 
If this will not prevail, it muſt appear 
That malice bears down truth. 
Portia. There is no power in Venice 
Can alter a decree eſtabliſh'd : 
*T will be recorded for a precedent; 
And many an error, by the ſame example, 
May ruſh into the ſtate. It cannot be. 
Shyl. A Daniel, a Daniel: fo ripe in wiſdom, 
And ſo young in years! A ſecond Solomon. 
Portia. I pray you let me ſee the bond. 
Shyl. Here 'tis, moſt reverend doctor. Here it is. 


Port. Shylock, there's thrice the money offer'd thee. 
Shyl. An oath, an oath ! I have an oath in heaven: 


Shall I lay perjury upon my foul * 
No, not for Venice. 
Portia. Be merciful, take thrice the money : 
Bid me tear the bond. 
Shyl. It has appear'd you. are an upright judge : 
You know the law; your expoſition 
Has. been moſt ſound. I charge you by the law, 
Whereof you are a well-deſerving pillar, 
Proceed to judgment. By my ſoul, I ſwear, 
There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me. I do inſiſt upen my bond ; 
The time's expir'd; I claim the penalty. 
Anto. Moſt heartily I do beſeech the court 
To paſs the ſentence. 
Portia, Why then thus it is: 
You mult prepare your boſom for the knife; 
For the intent and purpoſe of the law 
Has full relation to the penalty, 
Which plainly appears due upon the bond. 
Shyl. *Tis very true. O wiſe, and upright judge! 
Portia. * Prepare. Antonio : officers, be ready 
To lay bare his boſom. 
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Shyl. Aye, his breaſt, ſo ſays the bond: 
Does it not, noble doctor: neareſt his heart: 
Thoſe are his words. 
Portia. Have by ſome ſurgeon, $hylock, at your charge, 
To ſtop his wound, leſt he ſhould bleed to death. 
Shyl. It is not nominated in the bond. 
Portia. Not fo expreſs'd in words : but what of that? 
'Twere good to allow fo much for charity. | 
Shyl. I cannot find it: 'tis not in the bond. 
Portia, Then do your office. 
Duke. Hold a while. Antonio, 
Have you any thing to ſay to hinder ſentence? 
Anto. But little, I am arm'd, and well prepar'd : 
Give me your hand, Baſſanio: fare you well: 
Grieve not that J am fallen to this for you; 
For herein, Fortune ſhews herſelf more kind 
Than is her cuſtom: it is till her uſe 
To let the wretched man out-live his wealth, 
To view, with hollow eye, and wrinkled brow, 
An age of poverty ; from which lingring penance 
© She kindly cuts me off: once more farewel : 
* Grieve not, my friend, that yeu thus loſe a friend, 
* For I repent not thus to pay your debt, | 
* Even with my blood and life: now, do your office, 
Cut deep enough be ſure, and whet thy knife : 
With keeneſt malice ; for I would have my heart 
Seen by my friend. 
Shyl. Doubt it not, chriſtian, thus far I will be courteous. 
Duke. Antonio, is this all thou haſt to ſay? 
Anto, *Tis all. TE. 
Baſſ. Stand off. I have a word in his behalf. 
Since even more than in his avarice, | 
In cruelty, this Jew's inſatiable: | 
Here ſtand I for my friend. Body for body, | \ | 
To endure the torture: but one pound of fleſh | 


ee. 


U 
6 


· 


. 
c 
c 
£ 


c 


Is due for him; take every piece of mine, 

And tear it off with pincers: whatever way 
Invention can contrive to torture man, 

' Practiſe on me: let but my friend go ſafe, 

Thy cruelty is limited on him. 
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Unbounded let it looſe on me: ſay, Jew, 
Here's intereſt upon intereſt in fleſh : 
Will that content you? 
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: Anto. It may him, not me. 8 
Baſſ, Cruel Antonio! 3 
| Anto. Unjuſt Baſlanio ! [Jew laughs, 
N Baſſ. Why grins the dog? | 
| Shyl. To hear a ſool propoſe: thou ſhallow chriſtian! He 

| * To think that I'd conſent: I know thee well: 
When he has paid the forfeit of his bond, W 
* Thou can'ſt not chuſe but hang thyſelf for being 
The cauſe: and ſo my ends are ſerv'd on both. 
Proceed to execution. | 
Baſſ. Then thus I interpoſe. H 


[Draws, and ſtands before Antonio: The Jew ſtarts back: 
Antonio inter poſes. 

Anto. Forbear, Baſſanio, this is certain death 
To both. | 

Baſt. © In one, both die: ſince it mult be, 
© No matter how. 

Duke. Before our face this inſolence ! and in a eourt“ 
of juſtice. Diſarm, and ſeize him. 

Portia. © Spare him, my lord; I have a way to tame him. 
* Hear me one word. 

Shyl. ** Hear, hear the doctor: now for a ſentence 
© To ſweep theſe chriſtian vermin, coupled 
To the ſhambles. O, tis a Solomon! 

Portia. Hark you, Shylock, I have view'd this head, 
And find it gives thee not one drop of blood. 
The words expreſly are, a pound of fleſh. 
No more. Take thou that fleſh, 
But in the cutting it, if thou doſt ſhed 
One drop of chriſtian blood, thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, mark you me, 
Confiſcate to the ſtate. [Shylock ſtarts, furpriz'd. 
Shyl. Humph. 
Baſſ. O, upright judge! Mark, Jew. O, learned judge! 
Forgive, moſt potent Duke, and reverend 8 
That thus enforc'd by my deſpair ---- 


Duke. We do forgive thee, and admire thy virtue 
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More than we blame thy paſſion. But proceed. 
Portia. Shylock, thyſelf ſhall ſee the act, 
And letter of the law: for as thou urgeſt juſtice, 
Be ſure thou ſhalt have juſtice. 
Shyl. I take this offer then; pay the bond thrice, 
And let the chriſtian go. 
Baſſ. Here is the money. 
Portia. Soft! the Jew ſhall have all juſtice: ſoft, no haſte! 
He ſhall have nothing but the penalty. 
Grat. * A Daniel! a Danie]! now, infidel, 
We have thee on the hip. 
Portia. Why does the jew pauſe? Take thy forfeiture. 
Shyl. Give me my principal, and let me go. 
Portia. He has refus'd it in the open court, 
He ſhall have merely juſtice, and his bond. 
Shyl. Shall I not have barely my principal? 
Portia. Thou ſhalt have barely thy forfeiture, 
To be ſo taken at thy peril, Jew. 
Shyl. Why then the devil give you good of i ir: 
Tl ſtay no longer queſtion --- 
Portia. Tarry, Jew. 
The law has yet another hold of you: 
It is enacted in the laws of Venice, 
If it be prov'd againſt an alien, 
That by direct, or indirect attempt, 
He ſeek the life of any citizen, 
The party againſt whom he ſhall contrive, 
Shall ſeize on half his goods: the other half 
Comes to the privy coffers of the ſtate ; 
And the offender's life lies in the mercy 
Of the Duke only, againſt all other voice ; 
In which predicament, I ſay, thou ſtand'ſt: 
For it appears by manifeſt Proceeding, 
That indirectly, and directly too, 
Thou had'ſt contriv'd againſt the very life 
Of the defendant ; and therefore haſt incurr'd 
Theſe ſeveral penalties of life and goods. 


Duke. That thou may'ſt ſee the difference of our ſpirits, 


I pardon thee thy life, before thou aſk it; 
But half thy wealth ſhall be Antonio's, 
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The other half the ſtate's. | | 
Shyl. Nay, take my life and all; pardon not that: -Þ 
You take my houſe, when you do take the prop 
That does ſuſtain my houſe \ you take my life, Yo! 
When you do take the means by which I live. Yo! 
Duke, What mercy can you render him, Antonio? 
Anto. So pleaſe my lord the Duke Th 
To quit the fine of one half of his goods An 
I am content, ſo he will let me have | Or 


The other half in uſe, to render it, upon 
His death, to young Lorenzo, 
Who lately bas eſpous'd bis daughter. 
Duke. He ſhall. do this, or elſe I do recant 
The pardon of his life. ; 
Portia. Art thou contented, Jew? What doſt thou ſay? 
Shyl. Pray give me leave to go from hence; 
I am not well: fend after me your deeds, 
And I will ſign 'em. 
Duke. Get thee gone; but do it. [Exit Shylock, 
Portia. Clerk, draw a deed of gift. [The Duke and court riſe. 
Duke. Antonio, I rejoice at this concluſion ; 
And I congratulate with you, Baſſanio, - 
* Your friend's eſcape : you will do well 
To gratiſy that learned counſellor, 
For in my mind you both are in his debt. 
Exit Duke with this train, the court breaking "y 
Baſſ. Let me embrace the man, by whom my friend 
* Has life: for in that life I live 
Three thouſand ducats due on Shylock's bond, 
I freely offer to requite your pain. 
Anto. And ſtand indebted over and above 
In love and gratitude for evermore. 
Portia. He is well paid, who is well latitfied, - 
My mind was never yet more mereenary : 
J pray you, know me, when we meet agen: 
I wiſh you well, and take my leave. 
Baſl. Not as a fee, but as a ſmall remembranee ; ; 
A token of our loves and gratitude. 


Portia. Give me your loves: I'll wear dem for your ſake, 
Or elſe that ring 3 


hat : 


10? 


u ſay? 


hylock. 
urt riſe, 


ing 1. 


riend 


r ſake, 


* 


THE JEW OF VENICE. 


Baſſ. This ring! alas, it is a trifle ; 
Not fit for me to give, or you to take. 
Portia. I ſee, Sir, you are liberal in offers : 
You taught me firſt to beg, and now methinks, 75 7 
You teach me how a beggar ſhould be anſwer'd. 
Baſſ. There's more depends on this, than on the ms 
The deareſt ring in Venice will I give you, 
And find it out, by proclamation: : 
Only for this, I pray you pardon me. 4 
Portia. Such ſlight excuſes well I underſtand. | 
Well peace be with you both. [Exeunt Portia and Neriſſa. 
Anto. My lord Baſlanio, let him have the ring ; 
Let his deſervings, and my love withal, 
ge valu'd againſt every other ſcruple. 
Baſſ. Pr'ythee, Gratiano, run and overtake him; 
Give him the ring; and bring him if thou can'ſt, 
To my Antonio's houſe. — Away, make haſte. 


[Exit Gratiano. 
Once more, let me —_ my friend, welcome to life, 


And welcome to my arms, thou beſt of men: 
© Thus of my love, and of my friend, poſſeſt, 


With ſuch a double ſhield upon my breaſt, 


* Fate cannot pierce me now, ſecurely bleſt. 


As they go off, re-euter Portia and Neriſſa; Gratiano following. 


Grat. Sir, Sir, you are well overtaken : 
My lord Baſſanio, upon more advice, 
Has ſent you here the ring; and dees-jntreat 
Your company at dinner. | 

Portia. For that he muſt excuſe BY his ring 
I do accept with thanks; and ſo, pray tell him: 


And furthermore oblige my clerk to ſhew him 


Shylock's houſe —— theſe writings he muſt ſign. 
Grat. That I will do: 'tis a pert, pretty youth, 
I had much talk with him, during the tryal. 
Ner. Aſide.] Now will I ſee if I can get a ring 
I gave him too at parting, which he ſwore 
As much never to part from. 
Portia. Thou may'ſt, I warrant: we ſhall have old 
Swearing, that they gave theſe rings-to men, 
But we'll out-face em, and out-ſwear em too. 
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Aloud.] Make haſte, I pray ; thou know'lt where I 
Will tarry. 

Grat. Come on, Sir; the firſt cauſe I have to h. 
* You ſhall have all my rubies. 

Ner. © That may be ſooner than you dream of; 
« Sir, I follow you. 

So many ſhapes have women for deceit, 

* That every man's a fool, when we think fit. 

[Exeunt, 
The end of the fourth AFR. 
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Enter Lo RENZ O and JESSICA. 
Lor.“ 5 \ HE moon ſhines bright. In ſuch a night as this 


Did penſive Troilus mount the Trojan wall, 
Sighing his ſoul towards the Grecian tents, 
Where beauteous Creſſid lay 
Jeſſi. In ſuch a night —— 
Sad Dido, with a willow in ber hand, 
Stood on the wild ſea-beach, and waft her love 
To come again to Carthage 
Lor. In ſuch a night Medea gather'd the inchanted 
Herbs, that did renew old Aeſon. 
Jeſſi. In ſuch a night, 
Did young Lorenzo ſwear to Jeſſica 
He lov'd her well, and ſtole away her ſoul 
With many a vow, and ne'er a true one. 
Lor. In ſuch a night h 
Jeſſi. In ſuch a night | „ 
I would out-night you. But hark! 
I. hear a footing. „ 
| Enter Portia and Neriſſa. 
Portia. That light we ſee is burning in my hall. 
Lor. *Tis ſure the voice of Portia. 
| Portia. He knows me as the blind man does the cuckow, 
By the bad voice. Lorenzo, is it you? 
Lor. Madam, you are molt welcome. 


Portia, We have been praying for my lord's ſucceſs, 
Who 
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Who fares, we hope, the better for our /prayrs/: 
Is he retutn'd ? 
Lor. Madam, not yet. re are letters from him, 
Which give a good account of his procecding, 
And that he will be here to night; 
We were walk'd out to wait his coming. 
Portia. Give order to my ſervants, that they take 
No note at all of our being abſent hence; 
And let our muſic play, and every thing 
So direct us as we were here in formal expectation 
Of his return 
This night, methinks, is but the day- light ſick; 
It looks a little paler. Tis a day, 
Such as the day is when the ſun is hid. 
Enter Baſſanio, Antonio, Gratiano, and followers. 
Baſſ. We ſhould hold day with the antipodes, 
5 If you would walk in abſence of the ſun. 
My Portia, this was kind to meet me thus. 
Portia. O never more let any cauſe of grief 
Divide my lord and me. 
[Gratiano runs to Neriſſa, who diſcourſe apart. 
Baſſ. Nothing can: here, madam, is my friend, 
Let me preſent him to you : this is Antonio, 
Whom, if you love Baſſanio, you mult love. 
Portia. © I ſhould behold him with a jealous eye, 
' Who has ſo large a ſhare in my lord's heart, 
To Anto.] © Having his leave, you'll not deny me yours, 
* To make a third in friendſhip: I BE: Joy 
That you are ſafe, and here. 
Anto. I thank you, madam. 
Portia. Play all our inſtruments of mulic there, 
* Let nothing now be heard but ſounds of joy, 
And let thoſe glorious orbs that we behold, 
Who in their motions, all like angels (ing, 
Still choiring to the blue-ey'd cherubims, 
* Join in the chorus; that in heav'n and earth 
One univerſal tune may celebrate 
5 This harmony of hearts. Soft ſtilneſs, and the night 
Become the touches of ſweet harmony. 
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Grat. By yonder moon and ſtars, I ſwear you wrong me, 
By heav'n, I gave it to the lawyer's clerk. 
Portia. A quarrel! what, already! what's the matter? 
Grat. About a hoop of gold, a paltry ring ſhe gave me, 
Whoſe poeſie was, for all the world, like cutlers 
Poetry upon a knife, Love me, and leave me not.” 
Ner. No matter for the poeſie, or the value. 
When I gave it, you ſwore never to part with it: 
If not for love of me, yet for your conſcience ſake, 
For your oath's ſake, ſuch vehement oaths, you 
Should have kept it. A lawyer's clerk ! a fine 
Invention! but well I know the clerk who had it 
Will ne'er have hair upon his face. 
Grat. He will, if he but live to be man! 
Ner. If! if a woman live to be a man! 
Grat. Now by this hand, I gave it to a youth, a kind 
Of boy; a little ſcrubbed boy, no higher 
Than thyſelf; the judge's clerk; a prating 
Boy, that begg'd it for a fee. 
Portia. You were to blame, I muſt be plain with you, 
To make fo light of the firſt gift of love; 
A thing ſtuck on with oaths upon your finger, 
* And riveted with ſolemn proteſtations 
* Of mutual faith: a pledge of truth between you : 
Indeed you were to blan.e. 
F gave my lord a ring, and made him ſwear 
Never to part with it : and here he ſtands, 
1 dare be ſworn for him, he would not give it, 
Or pluck it from his finger, for the wealth 
That the whole world contains. 
Baſſ. aſide.] Now were I beſt to cut my left-hand oft, 
And ſwear J loſt the ring defending it. 
Grat. My lord Baſſanio gave his ring away 
To the young ſmock fac'd lawyer, who begg'd it, 
And deſerv'd it too: and then, the boy his clerk, 
* A little importunate urchin, who took ſome pains 
L1 writing, would needs beg mine; and neither 
Nan nor maſter would take any thing but the two rings. 
Portia, What ring gave ycu, my lord? 
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Not that, I hope, which you receiv'd from me. 
e, Baſſ. If I could add a lye to hide a fault, 
I would deny it: But you ſee my finger 
Has not the ring upon it; it is gone. 
T Portia. And even as void is your falſe heart of truti. 
By heav'n! I'll never come within your bed, 
Till I have ſeen this ring. | 
Ner. Nor I in yours, till I ſee mine. 
Ball. If you but knew to whom I gave this ring, 
For what I gave it, and for whom I gave it; 
* How much compell'd, and how unwillingly, 
When nothing elſe would be accepted — 
Portia. If you but knew the virtue of this ring, 
If you had valued her, who gave this ring, 
Or your own honour, bound by ſolemn oath, 
To keep this ring, you would have dy'd, Baſſanio, 
* Ere you had parted from it: 
What man is there fo much unreaſonable, 
If you had pleas'd to have defended it 
With any ſhew of zeal, wanted the modeſty 
To urge a thing, held as a ceremony 
Sacred to truth, and to connubial love? 
Neriſſa teaches me what to believe; 
III die for't, but a woman had this ring. 
Baſſ. No, by my honour, madam; by my ſoul, 
No woman had it: but a generous friend, 
Even he, who had held up the very life 
Of my beſt friend. What ſhall I fay, my Portia? 
I was beſet with ſhame and courteſy. 
ad you been there, you would yourſelf have begg'd 
* This ring, to be difpos'd as J diſpos'd it. 
Portia. Let not that man, whoe'er he is, come near me: 
Since he has got the jewel that I priz'd, 
1 ſhall become as liberal as you, 
And nothing can deny the man that has it. 
* A ring it was of wondrous myſtery 
And ſanctify'd by charms to rivet love: 
* Whoever has it, has the ſure command 
Of me, my perſon, and of all that's mine: 
The dire enchantment was ſo ſtrongly wrought : 
- 0% & : 
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One mind directs us, and one bed muſt hold us: 
Know him I ſhall, J muſt; nay, I will know him; 
* I feel the effects already. Watch me like Argos, 
If you do not, if I be left alone, 
Now by my honour, which is yet entire, 
That man and I are one. 
Ner. juſt ſuch a ring was mine: 
* Methinks I love that lawyer's clerk already, 
Juſt as J love myſelf. | 
Baſſ. Forgive me this firſt fault; 
I'll truſt thy honour above any charms : 
* My love is built upon eſteem ſo ſtrong, 
* As cannot doubt your virtue. 
Grat. I am not, quite ſo liberal of good thoughts: 
* Put this I'll ſay, if I can catch this clerk, 
* His pen ſhall ſplit for't. | 
Anto. I am the unhappy ſubject of this quarrel - 
By my perſuaſion ——— 
Portia. Sir, grieve not you ; | 
You're welcome notwithſtanding. [Walks about in a paſſin, 
Baſſ. But hear me, Portia, 
Pardon this error; by my ſoul, I ſwear, 
* By what is dearer to me than my ſoul, 
* Your precious ſelf —— 
Anto. I dare be bound for him ; 
Ny life upon the forfeit, that your lord 
shall never more break faith. 
Portia. * You have been oft his ſurety, and 
Have paid for't dearly, 
Anto. No more than I am well acquitted of. 
Portia. © Then be his ſurety ſtill : here is a ring, 
Of the ſame virtue, and ſo qualified 
With equal ſpells. This only can retrieve 
* With counter-magic what the other loſt. 
Antonio, give him this : but make him ſwear 
To keep it better. 
Auto. Here, lord Baſſanio : ſwear to keep this ring, 
Baſſ. By heav'n! | [ Starts. 
This is the ſame I gave the lawyer. 
Portia, Why ſo it is: I had it from him: you ſee 
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How quick an operation is in magic: 
We have met already. 
Baſſ. Met! how have you met! 
Ner. Met — Why by art- magic, to lie together: 
Aſk that ſame ſcrubbed boy, the lawyer's clerk. 
Grat. Why this is worſe, and worſe, 
Baſſ. Antonio! this was your doing. [Angrih. 
Anto. Take your revenge and kill me. 
Baſſ. I am anſwer'd—is it then true? 
And can it be? that by the ſecret workings 
Of myſtic words, and ſpells, and dire compounds, 
Potions, and invocations horrible, 
Nature can be ſo led? What then is virtue? 
And what ſecurity has love or reaſon, 
* Thus ſubjected to every hell-born hag, 
Who by ſuch conjurations can disjoin 
* United hearts? uniting the averſe! 
How, wretched man! how canſt thou boaſt free-will ? 
* If this in very deed be true. I'll not ſuppoſe't 
But then that ring! how could ſhe have it! tis witchcraft! 
* Damn'd, damn'd witchcraft! and I will fathom hell, 
But I will find a fiend ſhall counter-work 
The devil that has done this. {Portia and Neriſſa laugh, 


Portia. 5 Ha, hs. hs. 
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Ner. 
Grat. Is this true, Neriſſa! are we then two ſcurvy 
* Cuckolds by art-magic? 
Portia. * Ha, ha, ha. Well; ſince you grow ſo ſerious, 
I will be ſerious too: read hs, Baſſanio, 
The adventure's writ at large: look not ſo ſullen, lord, 
But read it. Lorenzo here, and Jeſſica, 
Can witneſs for me: I ſet out almoſt 
Aſſoon as you. And am but even now return'd, 
* I have not yet enter'd my houſe: but 
* For farther proof, clerk, give Lorenzo, 
* The writings ſign'ꝗ by Shylock. | 
Ner. I'll give 'em without fee: here, Lorenzo, 
Here is a deed of gift to you, and Jeſſica, 
Of all the Jew, your father, dies poſſeſs'd of. 
Tar. See, Jeſſica; is this his hand? 
2 
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Jeſſi. © Tis his own ſigning. 
1 Lor. * What prodigy is this ? 
Ii | Baſſ. I am ſtruck dumb with wonder! 
th Grat. * Was Portia then the little ſmirking lawyer, 
And Neriſſa the clerk ? I'll never forgive ſuch a 
Trick. Art-magic do you call it? 
bl Ner. © Nay, but Gratiano. | | 
wi Grat. Away, away. [ Diſpute ofide, 
4 Portia. Antonio ! Here are letters too for you : 
Aſk me not yet, by what ſtrange accident 
They fell into my bhands—but read 'em. 

Baſſ. Amazement has bereft me of all words. 

Anto. Why here I read, for certain, that my ſcatter'd ſhips, 
Are ſafely all arriv'd at Rhodes, 
With their whole cargo. 
Portia, Doubt it not, Antonio. *Tis moſt true. 
Virtue like yours ; ſuch patience in adverſity ; 
And in proſperity ſuch goodneſs, 
% Is ſtill the care of providence. 
i ll Anto. * My life and fortunes have been all your gift ; 
1 Diſpoſe em, and command 'em, madam, 
As you pleaſe. [Gratiano and Neriſſa advance. 
8 Ner, What, can you bear no jeſts, but of your 
7 Own making ? 


Grat. You have fo ſcar'd me with your as: 
That I ſhall ſcarce be a true man theſe two days; 
But therein lies my revenge: and fo ſhake 
* Hands. From this day forwards, 
* As the moſt precious of all gems, I ſwear! 
WW. Neriſſa's ring ſhall be Gratiano's care. 
1 Portia. All look amaz'd : In every face I ſee 
A thouſand queſtions : *Tis time we ſhould go in; 
0 8 There will I anſwer all: ceaſe your aſtoniſhment, 
bl | * My lord; by theſe ſmall ſervices to you, 
And to your friends, I hope I may ſecure 
Your love ; which, built upon meer fancy, 
Had elſe been ſubjected to alteration. 
With age and uſe the roſe grown ſick and faint, 
Thus mix'd with friendly ſweets, ſecures its ſcent, 


Baſl. 
I nee. 
* Love, 
Or tr 
© Begol 
« Here 

© Bi 
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Baſſ. The ſweets of love ſhall here for ever blow; 
I needs muſt love, remembring what IT owe. 
* Love, like a meteor, ſhews a ſhort-liv'd blaze, 
© Or treads thro? various ſkies, a wandring maze ; 
« Begot by fancy, and by fancy led: 
Here in a moment, in a moment fled. 


* But fixt by obligations, it will laſt; 
For Gratitude's the charm that binds it faſt. 
| [Exeunt omnes, 


The END of the FirTy ACT. 
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ACH in bis turn, the * Poet and the + Prieſt, 
Have view'd the ſtage, but like falſe prophets ny 

The man. af zeal, in his religious rage, 
Would filence Poets, and reduce the ſtage. 
The Poet raſbly, to get clear, retorts 
On kings the ſcandal, and beſpatters courts : 
Both err ; for without mincing, to be plain, 
The guilt is yours of every odious ſcene. 
The preſent time ſtill gives the ſtage its mode, 
The vices which you practiſe, we explode: BR 
We hold the glaſs, and but refle& your ſhame, 
Like Spartans, by expoſing, to reclaim. 
The ſcribbler, pinch'd with hunger, writes to dine, 
And to your genius muſt conform his line: 
Not lewd by choice, but meerly to ſubmit ;_ | 
World you encourage ſenſe, ſenſe would be writ. 

PLAIN beauties pleas'd your fires an age ago, 
Without the varniſh, and the dawb of ſhow. 
At vaſt expence we labour io our ruin, 
And court your favour with our own undoing. 
A war of profit mitigates the evil, | 
But to be tax'd and beaten is the devil. 
How was the ſcene forlorn, and how deſpis'd, 
When T1MoN, without muſic, moraliz'd ! 
SHAKESPEARE'S ſublime in vain entic'd the throng, 
Without the charm of PURCELL's Hren ſong. 

IN the ſame antique loom theſe ſtenes were wrought, 
Embelliſh'd with good morals, and juſt thought : 
True nature in her nobleſt light you ſee, 
Ere yet debauch'd by modern gallantry, 
To trifling jeſt, and fulſome ribaldry. 
What ruſt remains npon the ſpining maſs 
Antiquity may privilege to paſs. 
Tis Shakeſpeare's play, and if theſe ſcenes miſcarry, 
Let + Gorman take the ſtage — or S lady Mary. 


* Mr. Dryden, in his F.o/ogue to the Pilgrim. 
+ Mr. Collier, in his View of the Stage, 

1 A famous prize-fighter, 

$ A famous rope-dancer, 
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() Fall public ſpeQacles, that, which ſhould properly be 
called an Opera, is calculated to give the higheſt delight. 
There is hardly an art but what is required to furnifh towards 
the entertainment; and there is ſomething or other to be 
provided that may touch every ſenſe, and pleaſe every palate. 

The poet has a two-fold talk upon bis hands in the Dra- 
matic, . and the lyric: the architect, the painter, the com- 
paler, the actor, the ſinger, the dancer, &c. have each of 
them their ſeveral employments in the preparation, and in 
the execution. | : 

The ſame materials indeed, in different hands, will have 
different ſucceſs ; all depends upon a (kilful mixture of the 
various ingredients: a bad artiſt will make but a meer hodge- 
podge with the ſame materials that one of a good taſte ſhall 
prepare an excellent olio. | 

The ſeafoning muſt be ſenſe ; unleſs there is wherewithal 
to pleaſe the underſtanding, the eye and the ear will ſoon 
grow tired. 

The French Opera is perfect in the decorations, the dancing, 
and the magnificence ; the Italian excels in the muſic and 
voices; but the Drama falls ſhort in both. | 

An Engliſh ſtomach requires ſomething ſolid and ſubſtantial, 
and will riſe hungry from a regale of nothing but ſweet- 
meats. 

An opera is a kind of ambigu: the table is finely illu- 
minated, adorned with flowers and fruits, and every thing that 
the ſeaſon affords fragrant or delightful to the eye or the o- 
dour; but unleſs there is ſomething too for the appetite, tis 
odds but the gueſts break up diſſatisfied. 

It is incumbent upon the poet alone to provide for that, 
in the choice of his fable, the conduct of his plot, the har- 
mony of his numbers, the elevation of his ſentiments, and 


the juſtneſs of his characters. In this conſiſts the ſolid and 
the ſabſtantial, 


* 
FER ACE 


The nature of this entertainment requires the plot to be 
formed upon ſome ſtory in which enchanters and magicians 
have a principal part: in our modern heroic poems, they ſup- 
ply the place of the gods with the ancients, and make a much 
more natural appearence by being mortals, with the differ. 
ence only of being endowed with ſupernatural power, 

The characters ſhould be great and illuſtrious ; the figure 
the actor makes upon the ſtage, is one part of the ornament; 

by conſequence the ſentiments muſt be ſuitable to the char- 
acters in which love and honour will have the principal ſhare, 

The dialogue, which in the French and Italian is ſet to 
notes, and ſung, I would have pronounced ; if the number; 
are of themſelves harmonious, there will be no need of 
muſic to ſet them off; a good verſe, well pronounced, is in 
itſelf muſical ; and ſpeech 3 is certainly more natural for dif. 
courſe, than books. 

Can any thing be more prepoſterous than to behold Cats, 
Julius Caeſar, and Alexander the great, ſtrutting upon the ſtage 
in the figure of ſongſters, perſonated by eunuchs! 

The ſinging, therefore, ſhould be wholly applied to the 
Iyrical part of the entertainment, which by being freed from 
a tireſome, unnatural recitative, muſt GP adminiſter 
more reaſonable pleaſure, 

The ſeveral parts of the entertainment ſhould be ſo ſuited 
to relieve one another, as to be tedious in none ; and the 
connexion ſhould be ſuch, that not one ſhould be able to ſub- 
ſiſt without the other; like embroidery, ſo fixt and wrought 
into the ſubſtance, that no part of the ornament could be re- 
moyed, without tearing the ſtuff. 

To introduce ſinging and dancing, by head and ſhoulders, 
no way relative to the action, does not turn a play into an 
opera; tho? that title is now promiſcuouſly given to every 
farce ſprinkled here and there with a ſong and a dance. 


The richeſt lace, ridiculouſly ſet on, will make but a fool's 
coat. 


I will not take upon me to criticiſe what has appeared of 
this kind on the Engliſh (tage : we have ſeveral poems under 
the name of Dramatic operas by the beſt hands ; but in my 
opinion the ſubjects for the moſt part have been improperly 
Mr. Addiſon's Roſamond, and Mr. Congreve's Semelt 
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tho! excellent in their kind, are rather maſques, than operas. 

As I cannot help being concerned for the honour of my 
country, even in the minuteſt things, Jam for endeavouring 
to out- do our neighbours in performances of all kinds. 

Thus, if the ſplendor of the Freuch opera, and the har- 
mony of the Italian, were ſo ſkilfully interwoven with the 
charms of poetry, upon a regular Dramatic bottom, as to in- 
ſtruct, as well as delight, to improve the wind, as well as 
raviſh the ſenſe, there can be no doubt but ſuch an addition 
would intitle our Engliſh opera to the preference of all others. 
The third part of the encouragement, of which we have 
been ſo liberal to foreigners for a conſort of muſic only, mif- 
called an opera, would more than effect it. 

In the conſtruction of the following poem, the author has 
endeavoured to ſet an example to his rules; precepts are beſt 
explained by examples ; an abler hand might have executed 
it better. However, it may ſerve for a model to be improved 
upon, when we grow weary of ſcenes of low liſe, and return 
to a taſte of more generous pleaſures. 

We are reproached by foreigners with ſuch unnatural irre- 
gularities in our Dramatic pieces, as are ſhocking to all other 
nations; even a Swiſs has played the critic upon us, without 
conſidering they are as little approved by the judicious in our 
own, A ſtranger who is ignorant of the language, and in- 
capable of judging of the ſentiments, condemns by the eye, 
and concludes what he hears to be as extravagant as what he 
ſees : when. Oedipus breaks his neck out of a balcony, and 
Jocaſta appears in her bed, murdering herſelf and her chil- 
dren, in ſtead of moving terror, or compaſlion, ſuch ſpecta- 
cles only fill the ſpectator with horror: no wonder if ſtran- 


gers are ſhocked at ſuch ſights, and conclude us a nation hard- 


ly yet civilized, that can ſeem to delight in them. To re- 
move this reproach, it is much to be wiſhed our ſcenes were 
leſs bloody, and the ſword and dagger more out of faſhion. 
To make ſome amends for this excluſion, I will be leſs ſe- 
vere as to the rigour of ſome other laws enacted by the ma- 
ſters, tho? it is always adviſeable to keep as cloſe to them as 
poſſible ; but reformations are not to be brought about all at 
once. | 


lt may happen that the nature of certain ſubjects proper 
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for moving the paſſions, may require a little more latitude, 
and then, without offence to the critics ſure, there may be 
room for a ſaving in equity from the ſeverity of the common 
law of Parnaſſus, as well as of the kings-bench. To ſacrifice 
a principal beauty, upon which the ſucceſs of the whole ma 
depend, is being too ſtrictly tied down ; in ſuch a caſe, fun- 
mum jus may be ſumma injuria. 

Cornciile himſelf complains of finding his EN often cramy. 
ed by his own rules: „ there is infinite difference (ſays he) 
* between ſpeculation and practice: let the ſevereſt critic 
make the trial, he will be convinced by his own experience, 
that upon certain occaſions too ſtrict an adherence to the 
letter of the law, ſhall exclude a bright opportunity of ſhin. 
ing, or touching the paſſions. Where the breach is of 
little moment, or can be contrived to be, as it were, imper. 
coptible in the repreſentation, a gentle diſpenſation might 
be allowed.“ To thoſe little freedoms he attributes the ſucceſs 
of his yd: but the rigid legiſlators of the academy handled 
him ſo roughly for it, that he never durſt make the venture 
again, nor none who have followed him. Thus pinioned, 
the French muſe mult always flutter, like a bird with tne 
wings cut, incapable of a lofty flight. 

The dialogue of their tragedies is under the ſame conſtraint 
as the conſtruction; not a diſcourſe, but an oration ; not ſpeak- 
ing, but declaiming; not free, natural, and eaſy, as conver- 
fation ſhould be, but preciſe, ſet, formal argumenting, pr? 
and con, like diſputants in a ſchool. In writing, like dreſs, 
is it not poſſible to be too exact, too ſtarched, and too for- 
mal? Pleaſing negligence I have ſeen : who ever ſaw pleaſing 
formality? 

In a word, all extreams are to be avoided. To be a Frencs 
Puritan in the drama, or an Hngliſb Latitudinarian, is taking 
diiferent paths to be both cut of the road. If the Britiſh muſe 
1s too unruly, the French is too tame; one wants a Cury, 
the other a ſpur. | | | 
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By pleading for ſome litile relaxation from the utmoſt 
ſoverity of the rules, where the ſubject may ſeem to require 
it, Jam not beſpeaking any ſuch tndulgence for the preſent 
performance : tho” the ancients have left us no pattern to 
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follow of this ſpecies of tragedy, I perceive, upon examination, 
that I have been attentive to their ſtricteſt leſſons. 

The unities are religiouſly obſerved : the place is the ſame, 
varied only into different proſpects by the power of enchant- 
ment: all the incidents fall naturally within the very time 
of repreſentation : the plot is one principal action, and of 
that kind which introduces variety of turns and changes, all 
tending to the ſame point : the ornaments and decorations are 
of a piecee with it, ſo that one could not well ſubſiſt without 
the other: every act conciudes with ſome unexpected revo- 
lution : and in the end, vice is puniſhed, virtue rewarded, 
and the moral is inſtructive. 

Rhyme, which I would by no means admit into the dia- 
logue of graver tragedy, ſeems to me the molt proper ſtyle 
for repreſentations of this heroic romantic kind, and beſt ad- 
apted to accompany mulic. The ſolemn language of a haugh- 
ty tyrant will by no means become a paſſionate lover, and 
tender ſentiments require the ſofteſt colouring. 

The theme muſt govern the ſtyle ; every thought, every 
character, every ſubject of a different nature, muſt ſpcak a 
different language. An humble lover's gentle addreſs to his 
miſtreſs would rumble ſtrangely in the Miltonic diale& ; and 
the ſoft harmony of Mr. Waller's numbers would as ill 
become the mouths of Lucifer and Belzebub. The terrible, 
and the tender muſt be ſet to different notes of muſic. 

To conclude. This Dramatic attempt was the firſt eſſay 
of a very infant muſe, rather as a taſk at ſuch hours as were 
free from other exerciſes, than any way meant for public en 
tertainment : but Mr. Betterton having had a caſual fight of 
it many years after it was written, begg'd it for the ſtage, 
where it found ſo favourable a reception, as to have an unin- 
terrupted run of at leaſt forty days. The ſeparation of the 
principal actors which ſoon followed; and the introduction 
of the Italian opera, put a ſtop to its farther appearance. 

Had it been compoſed at a riper time of life, the faults 
mizht have been fewer : however, upon reviſing it now, at 
ſo great a diſtance of time, with a cooler judgment than the 
firſt conceptions of youth will allow, I cannot abſolutely ſay, 


feripſiſſe pudet. 
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PERSONS „ 22. 


M E N. 


Celius, a Britiſh king, father to Oriana. 

Conſtantius, a Roman emperor, deſign'd for marriage with 
Oriana. 

Amadis of Gaul, a famous knight adventurer, in love with 
Oriana. 

Floreſtan, his companion, in love with Coriſanda. 

Arcalaus, a wicked enchanter, enemy to Amadis. 

Lucius, a Roman of the emperor's train. 


WOM E N. 


Oriana, in love with Amadis, but given in marriage to Con- 
ſtantius. 

Coriſanda, betrothed to Floreſtan. 

Urganda, a good enchantreſs, friend to Amadic. 

Arcabon, ſiſter to Arcalaus. 

Delia, an attendant to Urganda. 


Troops of Magicians attending the ſeveral enchanters. 
Knights and ladies, captives. Men and women attending 


the Britiſh court. Prieſts, or Druids. Romans attencing 


Conſtantius. Singers, Dancers, &c. 


SCENE the king's palace, and parts ent, inhabited by 
the different enchanters. 


The 


8 


Ac T1 e 


The curtain riſes to a ſymphony of all ſorts of inſtruments of 
muſic. The ſcene repreſents an enchanted grove, adorn'd 
and beautified with fountains, ſtatues, etc. Urganda and 
Delia performing ſome ſolemn ceremony of enchantment. 
A full ſtage of ſingers and dancers. 


ith 
Urganda, and Delia. 


ith Urganda. 


89 ſound, ye winds, the rended clouds divide, 
Fright back the prieſt, and ſave a wn bride; 
Aſſiſt an injur'd lover's faithful love: 
An injur'd lover's cauſe is worthy Jove. 
Del. Succeſsful is our charm : the temple ſhakes, 
The altar nods, th” aſtoniſh'd prieſt forſakes 
The hallow'd ſhrine,. ſtarts from the bridegroom's fide, 
Breakes off the rites, and leaves the knot unty'd. 
Urg. Ye ſweet muſicians of the ſky, 
Hither, hither, hither, fly, fly, 
And with enchanting notes all magic elſe ſupply. 
[Urganda and Delia retire down the ſcene, 
waving their enchanted rods, as continuing the ceremony s 
A full chorus of inſtruments and voices. 
Sound the trumpet, touch the lute, 
Strike the Iyre, inſpire the flute 
In harmony, 
Celeſtial harmony, 
All magic charms are found ; 
Sound the trumpet, ſound. 
[Here the ſtatues leap from their pedeſtals, and form variety 
of dances. 
Chorus of ſingers after the dance. 
Muſic ſo charms, and does ſo fweetly wound, 
That ev'ry ſenſe is raviſhd with the ſound, 
A ſingle voice. 
When nymphs are coy, 


Aud fly from joy, 
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The ſhepherd takes his reed ; 
He plays a tune, | 
She ſtops as ſoon, 

And jiraight they are agreed. 
The battle near, 

When cowards fear, 

The drum and trumpet ſounds ; 
Their courage warms, | 
They ruſb to arms, 

And brave a thouſand wounds. 

Chorus. 

By harmony our ſouls are fway'd ; 

By harmony the world was made. 

A ſecond dance. 


Singers again advance. 
A ſingle voice. 
When with adoring looks we gaze 
On bright Oriana's heavenly face, 
In ev'ry glance, and ev'ry grace, 
What is it that we ſee ? 
But harmony, 
Celeſtial harmony ! 
Our raviſh'd hearts leap up to meet 
The muſic of her eyes, 
The muſic of her eyes, 
And dance around her feet. 


Sound the trumpet, touch the lute. 
Strike the lyre, inſpire the flute ; 
In harmony, 
Celeſtial harmony, 
All magic charms are found ; 
Sound the trumpet, ſound 


A third dance. 


Urganda and Delia come forward. 


For what's a ſoldier's recompence but love? 
When forc'd from Britain, call'd to diſtant war, 
His vanquiſh'd heart remain'd a captive here; 


* 
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Full chorus of voices and inſtruments, as at firſt, 


Urg. This care for Amadis, ye gods, approves 
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Oriana's eyes that glorious conqueſt made, 
Nor was his love ungratefully repaid. f 

Del. By Arcabon, like hoſtile Juno, croſt, 
And like Aeneas driv'n from coaſt to coaſt, 
The wand'ring Hero wou'd return too late, 
Charg'd by Oriana with the crimes of fate; 
Who anxious of neglect, ſuſpecting change, 
Conſalts her pride, and meditates revenge. 

Urg. Juſt in the moment, when reſentment fires, 
A charming rival tempts, a rugged king requires : 
Love yields at laſt, thus comba ed by pride, 

And ſhe ſubmits to be the Roman'> bride. 

Del. Did not your art with timely charms provide, 
Oriana were his wife, and not his bride. 

Urg. In ancient times, ere chivalry was known, 
The infant world with monſters overgrown, 
Centaurs and giants, nurſt with human blood, 

And dire magicians, an infernal brood, 

Vex'd men and gods : but moſt the fair complain, 
Of violated loves, and lovers ſlain. | 
To ſhelter innocence, and injur'd right, 

The nations all ele& ſome patron-knight, : 
Sworn to be true to love, and flaves to fame, 

And many a valiant chief enrolls his name ; 

By ſhining marks diſtinguiſh'd they appear, 

And various orders various enſigns wear. 

Bound by ſtrict oaths, to ſ:rve the brighteſt eyes, 
Not more they ſtrive for glory, than the prize; 
While to invite the toil, the faireſt dame 

Of Britain is the boldeſt champion's claim. 

Del. Of all who in this race of fame delight, 

Brave Amadis is own'd the hardy'ſt knight. 
Nor Theſeus, nor Alcides, . ventur'd more, 
Nor he fo fam'd, who, bath'd in monſter's gore, 
Upon his creſted helm the trampled dragon bore. 

Urg. Ardan, that black enchanter, whoſe dire arts 
Enſlav'd our knights, and broke our virgins hearts, 
Met ſpear to ſpear, his great delivering hand 
New the deſtroyer, and redeem'd the land; 
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Far from thy breaſt all care and grief remove, 
Oriana's thine, by conqueſt as by love. 
Del. But haughty Arcabon, of Ardan's blood, 
And Arcalaus, foes alike to good, 
Gluttons in murder, wanton to deſtroy, 
Their fatal arts as impiouſly employ : 
Heirs to their brother's miſchiefs, and ſworn foes 
To Amadiz, their magic they oppoſe 
Againſt Eis love and life. 
U rg. — — — 


With equal care, 
Their vengeance to prevent, we thus prepare. 
Behold the time, when tender love ſhall be 
Nor vext with doubt, not preſt with tyranny. 
The love-ſick hero ſhall from camps remove, 
To reap reward : the hero's pay is love. 

The taiks of glory painful are, and hard, 

But ah! how bleſt, how ſweet is the reward! 


As ſhe retires, chorus of all tbe voices and inſtruments repeat, 


Sound the trumpet, touch the lite, 
Strike the Iyre, inſpire tbe flute ; 
In harmony, 
Celeſtial harmony, 
All magic charms are found, 
Sound the trumpet, ſound. 


9 W ETC 


The SCENE changes to the inſide of a magnificent temple. 
King CEL1vs, and the Britiſh court. 
magnificently dreſs'd in painted habits, 
manner. 


Men and women 
after the ancient 
The prieſts and druids in their ſolemnities, ſce— 


ming in confuſton, replacing their idols, and ſetting their 


altars in order. Thunder and ligh''ning. In the mean 
time COonSTANTIUS, ORIANA, and aun come 
forward, 


Conſt. Lovers conſult not ſtars, nor ſearch the ſkies, 
But ſeck their ſentence in their charmers eyes, 


Careleſs of thunder from the clouds that break, 


Niy only omens from your looks I take; 
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When my Oriana ſmiles, from thence 1 date 
My future hope ; and when ſhe frowns, my fate. 
Ori. Ceaſe, prince, the anger of the gods to move; 
'Tis now become a crime to mention love. 
Our holy men interpreting the voice 
Of heav'n in wrath, forcwarn tH'ill-omen'd choice. 
Conſt. Strange rules tor conſtancy your prieſts deviſe, 
If love and hate mult vary with your ſkies. 
From ſuch vile ſervitude ſet reaſon free ; 
The gods in every circumſtance agree 
To ſuit our union, pointing out to me; 
In this right hand the ſcepter that they place, 
For me to guide, was meant for you to grace. 
Thou beſt and faireſt of the beauteous kind, 
Accept that empire which the gods deſign'd, 
And be the charming miſtreſs of mankind. 
| Cor. Nuptials of form, of int'reſt, or of ſtate, 
Thoſe ſeeds of pride, are fruitful in debate ; 
Let happy men for gen'rous love declare, 
And chooſe the gentle virgin, chaſte, and fair : 
Let women to ſuperior fortune born, 
For naked virtue, all temptations ſcorn ; 
The charm's immortal to a gallant mind, 
If gratitude cement whom love has join'd. 
And providence, not niggardly, but wiſe, 
Here laviſhly beſtows, and there denies, 
That by each other's virtue we may riſe. 
Weak the bare tie of man and wife we find, 
8 But friend and benefactor always bind. 
, The king advances, followed by prieſts and train. 
King Our prieſts recover: *twas a holy cheat ; 
Lead back the bride, the ceremonies wait. 
5 0 On. What heav'n forbids 
King. *'Twas ign'rance of my will, 
Our prieſts are better taught : what now is ill, 
Shall, when I pleaſe be good; and none ſhall dare 
Preach or expound, but what their king wou'd hear, 
| [Priefts bow profoundly low. 
Ere they interpret, let em mark my nod, 
My voice thcir thunder, this right arm their god. 
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Looking ſternly at *em they bow again as before 
Prince, take your bride. 


Ori. Twere impious now to ſaffer him my hand. 


[ Refuſing ber hand, 


King. How dar'ſt thou diſobey, when I command? 
Mind, mind her not, nor be diſturb'd at tears, 
A counterfeited qualm of bridal fears: 
You'd ſee, cou'd you her inward motions watch, 
Feigning delay, ſhe wiſhes for diſpatch ; 
Into a woman's meaning wou'd you look, 
Then read her backward, like a wizard's book. 
Prieſts, to your charge - back to your office go. 
[Spoken with a ſtern, imperious air. Prieſts retire, 9 
ly bowing, as before. 
Ori. Th? obedience that is due, and which I owe, 
Dread Sir, ſhall ever be obſcrv'd by me; 
It is not to diſpute your high decree 
That thus I kneel, but humbly to implore 
One moment's ſhort ſuſpenſe; I own your pow'r, 
And I ſubmit. Grant but this ſmall delay, 


And as the prince decides, Oriana ſhall obey. 


Conſt. I bave no will but what your eyes ordain, 
Deſtin'd to love, as they are doom'd to reign. 
King. [Aſide] Into what hands, ye gods! have ye reſign'd 
Your world : Are theſe the maſters of mankind ? 
Thele ſupple Romans teach our women ſcorn ; 
I thank ye, gods, that I'm a Briton born. 
[ To them] Agree theſe trifles in a ſhort debate; 
No more dclays, I am not us'd to wait. 
[King Celins retires back into the temple, 
Oriana, Conſtantius, and Coriſanda, after a ſhort pauſe. 
Ori. Your ſtars and mine have choſen you, to prove 
The nobleſt way how gen'rous men ſhou'd love; 
All boaſt their flames, but yet no woman found 
A paſlion, where ſelf-love was not the ground. 
Slaves we are made, by falſe pretences caught, 
The Briton in my ſoul diſdains the thought. 
Conſt. So much, ſo tenderly your ſlave adores, 
He has no thought of happineſs, but yours. 
Ori. Vows way be feign'd, nor ſhall meer words prevail. 
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By arms, by honour, and by all that's dear 
To heroes, or expecting lovers ſwear, 
Conſt. Needs there an oath ? and can Oriana ſ2y, 
Thus I command, and doubt if I'll obey ? 
Ori. Prepare then, prince, to hear a ſecret told, 
Which ſhame wou'd ſhun, and bluſhing I unfold, 
But danger's preſſing, cowards will grow bold: 
Know then —— I love. confeſs, 
Conſt. [eagerly] Can you command deſpair, yet love 
And curſe wizh the ſame breath with which you bleſs? 
Ori. { Diſdainfully putting him off.) 
Mi:take me not — that I do love, is true, 
But flatter not yourtelf, it is not you. . 
Conſt. [ farting] Forbid it, gods, recall the fatal breath 
Which ſpoke that word, the ſound is inſtant death. 
Ori. Too late to be recall d, or to deny, 
IT own the fatal truth — if one muſt die, 
You are the judge; ſay, is it you — or 1? 
A meſſenger from the temple. 
Meſſi. The king 1 is much diſpleas'd at this delay, 
Conſtantius walking aboat in a paſſion. 
Conſt. And let him wait, while 'tis my will to ſtay. 
Ori. Bear back a gentler anſwer : we'll obey. 
[Exit meſſenger. 
Conſt. Hence ev'ry ſound that's either ſoft, or kind; 
O for a war like that within my mind! 
Say, flatterer, ſay, ah! fair deluder, ſpeak, 
Anſwer me this, ere yet my heart ſhall break ; 
Since thus engag'd, you never cou'd intend 
Your love, why was I flatter'd with your hand ? 
Ori. To what a father and a king thinks fit, 
A daughter and a ſubject muſt ſubmit. 
Think not from tyranny that love can grow ; 
I am a flave, and you have made me ſo. 
Thoſe chains which duty hath put on, remove ; 
Slaves may obey, but they can never love. 
Conſt. Cruel Oriana, much you wrong'd my flame, 
To think that I could lay ſo harſh a claim. 
Love is a ſubject to himſelf alone, 
And knows no other empire but his own ; 
N 4 
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No ties can bind, which from conſtraint ariſe, 
Where either's forc'd, all obligation dies. 

O fatal law! requiring to reſign 

The object lov'd; or hated, keep her mine. 


Ori. [/oothingly] Accuſe me not of hate, with equal eyes 


I judge your merit, and your virtue prize; 
Friendſhip, eſteem, be yours; bereft before 

Of all my love, what can I offer more? 

Your rival's image in your worth T view, 

And what I lov'd in him, eſteem-in-you ; 

Had your complaint been firſt, it might have mov'd ; 
He then had been eſteem'd, and you belov'd: 

Then blame me not, ſince what decides your fate, 
Is that you pleaded laſt, and came too late. 

Cor. Hard fate of merit ! Fortune holds the ſcale, 
And ſtill throws in the weight that muſt prevail! 
Your rival is not of more charms poſſeſt, 

A grain of better luck has made him bleſt. 

Conſt. [aſide] To love and have the power to poſſeſs, 
And yet reſign, can nature yield to this; 

Shall nature, erring from her firſt command, 
Self-preſervation, fall by her own hand ? 

By her own act, the ſprings of life deſtroy, 
The principles, and being of her joy? 
Tormenting thought! can nature then approve 
Bleſſings obtain'd, by curſing whom we love. 
Poſſeſſing ſhe is loſt —renonncing— I-— 
Where's then the doubt? — Die, die, Conſtantius, die. 
Honour, and love, ye tyrants, I obey, 
Where'er your cruel call directs my way; 

To ſhame, to chains, or to a certain grave, 
Lead on, unpitying guides behold your ſlave. 

Ori. Tho? love be wanting ro relieve your care, 
Glory may make amends, with fame in war; 
Honour's the nobleſt chace, purſue that game, 

And recompenſe the loſs of love with fame; 
If ſtill againſt ſuch aids your love prevails, 
Yet abſence 1s a cure that ſeldom fails. | 

Conſt. Tyrannic honour! what amends canſt thon 
E'er make my heart, by flattering my brow ? 


TH 


Vain ra 
In ſearc 
Frail h. 
That I« 
From y 
I muſt 
Tho? ſ 
That f 
0 dire 
From 
Farewe 
Can y. 
Ahlen 
The c 
Prince 
Conſta 


THE BRITISH ENCHANTERS. 201 


Vain race of fame! unleſs the conqueſt prove 

In ſearch of beauty, to conclude in love. 

Frail hope of aids! for time or chance to pive, 
That love, which, ſpite of cruelty, can live! 
From your diſdain, fince no relief I find, 

I muſt love abſent, whom I love unkind ; 

Tho? ſeas divide us, and tho' mountains part, 
That fatal form will ever haunt my heart. 

0 dire reverſe of hope, which J endure, 

From ſure poſſeſſion, to deſpair as ſure! 

Farewel, Oriana—yet, ere J remove, 

Can you refuſe one tear to bleeding love? 

Ah! no, take head-——turn, turn thoſe eyes away, 
The charm's ſo ſtrong, I ſhall for ever ſtay. 
Princeſs, rejoice for your next news ſhall be, 
Conſtantius dies to ſet Oriana free. 
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[Egzeunt ſeverally. 
The end of the firſt Act. 


Ac TH SCENE 


The SCENE, a thick wooded foreſt, the trees loaded with 
military enſigns and trophies. A rich pavilion makes the 
point of view at the farther end. 


——— — . 


Arcalaus, and Arcabon. 


Arcalaus. 


NCHANTR Ess, ſay - whence ſuch replies as theſe? 
Thou anſwer'ſt love, I ſpeak of Amadis. 

Arcab. Swiftly he paſs'd, and, as in ſport purſu'd 
The ſavage herd, and ſcower'd thro? the wood; 
Tigers and wolves in vain his ſtroke withſtand, 
Cut down, like poppies, by the reaper's hand ; 
Like Mars he look'd, as terrible and ſtrong ; 
Like Jove, majeſtic ; like Apollo, young ; 
With all their attributes divinely grac'd, 
And ſure their thunder in his arm was plac'd. 

Arcal. Who paſs'd? who look'd ? 

Areab. Ah! there's the fatal wound, 
Which tears my heart-ſtrings but he ſhall be found; 


— —— — 
= = D — 


: , = -— - wal gen Sos 8 & "=; _— — = — — — a — * £ I = = _ — 2 — = — — 
= — 2 1 2 7 - Py u- FS ou 4 1 2 = I — - — > — * - £ t 2 ——_ — Y = Aa AGES - "ES MER — EP i 
2 == I 2 I, arr on a — Ci Aa — 2 — * 2 55 —— = _ — — — - — — = * 

- 2 * ä —— EA * « — — — —— — = — — — by — — — — 5 2 — — CI —— — - — — — — 4 — — — = — — — 
————ů ——ů — — — — — — — — — 1— — — — - — — p = 2 — — — —— — — I — — — — — —— — — — — — 
—— = - J E = — — — — — — ——_ > —— == — ä ng = ng, LEE DTE 3Þ - == : I — = - £ _ . — 
S 2 — — . ö—t— (—-— — pe = - PE. — —_ - T — — : — - * * F & < = y 
— — — —— - < *. x - > * 2 * I 1 4 
= — — = — * — * — — 


— —ͤ—ͤ— 


202 THE BRITISH ENCHANT ERS. 


Yes, ye infernals, if there's pow'r in art, 
Theſe arms ſhall hold him, as he graſps my heart. 
Shall I, who can draw down the moon, and keep 
The ſtars confin'd, enchant the boiſt'rous deep? 
Bid Boreas halt, make hills and foreſts move, 
Shall 1 
Arcal.—Be made a e fool to love? 
Suſpend theſe follies, and let rage ſurmount, 
A brother's death requires a ſtrict account; 
To- day, to-day, perhaps this very hour, 
This moment, now, the murth'rer's in our pow'r r. 
Leave love in cottages and cells to reign, 
With nymphs obſcure, and with the lowly ſwain; _ 
Who waſte their days and ſtrength in ſuch ſhort joys, 
Are fools, who barter life and fame for toys. 
Arcab. They're fools who preach we waſte our days and 
ſtrength, : 


What is a life, whoſe only charm is length; 


Give me a life that's ſhort, and wing'd with joy, 
A life of love, whoſe minutes never cloy : 
What is an age in dull rcnown drudg'd o'er ? 


One little ſingle hour of love is more. 


[ An attendant enters haſtily, and ls 4 Arcalaus, 
Arcal. See it perform'd-— and thou ſhalt be, 


Black miniiter of hell ——a god to me. 


Attendant ſlies away thro” the air. 
He comes, he comes, juſt ready to be caught. 
Here Ardan fell, here, on this fatal ſpot 
Our brother dy'd ; here flow'd that precious gore, 
The purple flood, which cries aloud for more : 
Think on that image, ſee him on the ground, 


His life and fame both bury'd in one wound: 


Think on the murtherer, with inſulting pride 
Tearing the weapon from his bleeding ide : 
Oh think — — — 

| Arcab. What need theſe bloody images to move? 
Revenge I wiil; and would ſecure my love: 
Why ſhould I of a frailty ſhameful be, 
From which no mortal yet was ever free ? 
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Not fierce Medea, miſtreſs of our art, 

Nor Circe, nor Calypſo *ſcap'd the ſmart. 

If hell has pow'r, both paſſions I will pleaſe, 
My vengeance and my love ſhall both have eaſe. 
Lead on, magician, make revenge ſecure, 


My hand's as ready, and ſhall ſtrike as ſure. [They go off. 


Oriana and Corifanda entring from the lower part of the ſcene. 


Ori. Thrice happy they, who thus in ſilent groves, - 
From courts retir'd, poſſeſs their peaceful loves. 
Of royal maids, how wretched is the fate, 
Born only to be victims of the ſtate ; 
Oar hopes, our wiſhes, all our paſſions ty'd 
For public uſe ; the ſlaves of others pride. 
Here let us wait th' event, on which alone 
Depends my peace, I tremble till *tis known. 
Cor. So generous this emp'ror's love does ſeem, 
'Twould juſtify a change, to change for him. 
Ori. Alas! thou know'ſt not men, their oaths, and arts 
Of feigning truth, with treaſon in their hearts. 
Who now's ador'd, may the next hour diſpleaſe, 
At firſt their cure, and after, their deſeaſe. 
[Flouriſh of muſic as in the foreſt. 
Cor. Oft we have heard ſuch airy ſounds as theſe 
Salute us as we paſs. 
Enter ſeveral of Arcalaus' magicians ſinging and dancing, re- 
preſenting ſhepherds, hepherdeilis, and paiſans. 
| A ſhepherd, finging. 
Follow ye nymphs and ſhepberds all, 
Come celebrate the feſtival, 
And merrily fing, and ſport, and play, 
For tis Oriana's nuptial day. 
{A dance of ſhepherds and ſhepherdeſſes. Then a 
Shepherdeſs addreſſing to Oriana, ſings. 
Queen of Britain, and of love, 
Be happy as the bleſt above ; 
Graces numberleſs attend thee, 
The gods as many bleſſings ſend thee : 
Be hoppy as the bleſt above, 
Queen of Britain, and of love. 
A rural dance of paiſans. Exeunt dancing 
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Ori. Prepoſt'rous nuptials! that fill ev'ry breaſt 
With joy, but only hers who ſhould be bleſt. 

Cor. Sure ſome Magician keeps his revels here: 
Princeſs retire, there may be danger near, 


[ Flour:fh of ſoft muſic at a diſtance, 
Ori. What danger in ſuch gentle notes can be ? 
Thou friend to love, thrice pow'rful harmony, 
I'll follow thee, play on 
Muſic's the balm of love, it charms deſpair, 
Suſpends the ſmart, and ſoftens ev'ry care. 
[Exeunt down the ſcene, ſollowing the muſic, 
[Arcalaus enters, with an attendant, obſerving them as they 
walk .down into the foreſt. | 
Arcal. Finiſh the reſt, and then be free as air: 
My eyes ne'er yet beheld a form ſo fair. 
Happy beyond my wiſh, I go to prove 
At once, the joys of ſweet revenge and love. 
[Walks down the ſcene after them, 


Enter Amadis and Floreſtan. 


Ama. Miſtake me not no ——Amadis ſhall die, 
If ſhe is pleas'd, but not diſturb her joy ; 


Nice honour ſtill engages to requite 


Falſe miſtreſſes, and friends, with flight for ſlight : 
But if, like mine, the ſtubborn heart retain 
A wilful tenderneſs, the brave muſt feign, 
In private grief, but with a careleſs ſcorn 
In public, ſeem to triumph, not to mourn. 
Flor. Hard is the taſk, in love or grief to feign; 
When paſſion is ſincere, it will complain : 
Doubts which from rumour riſe, you ſhould ſuſpend 
From evil tongues what virtue can defend ? 
In love, who injures by a raſh diſtruſt, 1 
Is the aggreſſor, and the firſt unjuſt. 
Ama. If ſhe is true, why all this nuptial noiſe, 
Still echoing as we paſs her guilty joys? 
Who to a woman truſts his peace of mind, 
Truſts a frail bark, with a tempeſtuous wind. 
Thus to Ulyſſes, on the Stygian coaſt 
His fate enquiring, ſpake Atrides' ghoſt; 
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Of all the plagues with which the world is curſt, 
Of cv'ry ill, a woman is the worſt ; 
Truſt not a woman. -- Well might he adviſe, 
Who periſh'd by his wife's adulteries. 

Flor. 'Thus in deſpair, what moſt we love, we wrong, 
Not heav'n eſcapes the impious Atheiſt's tongue. 

Ama. Enticing crocodiles, whoſe tears are death, 
Sirens, who murder with enchanting breath : 
Like Egypt's temples, dazling to the ſight, 
Pompouſly deck'd, ail gawdy, gay, and bright ; 
With glitt'ring gold, and ſparkling gems they ſhine, 
But apes and monkies ate the gods within. 

Flor. My love attends with pain, while you purſue 
This angry theme ; — I have a miſtreſs too: 
The faultleſs form no ſecret ſtains diſgrace, 
A beauteous mind unblemiſh'd as her face; 


Not painted and adorn'd to varniſh ſin, 


Without all angel, all divine within; 
By truth maintaining what by love ſhe got ; 
A heav'n without a cloud, a ſun without a ſpot. 
Ama. [ Embracing him] Forgive the viſions of my frantic 2 
Far from the man I love be all ſuch pain: 
By the immortal gods I ſwear, my friend, 
The fates to me no greater joy could ſend, 
Than that your labours meet a proſp'rous end. 
After ſo many glorious toils, that you 
Have found a miſtreſs beautiful and true. 
Oriana and Coriſanda, without. 
Ori. and Cor. Help, help, oh! heav'ns help 
Ama.—- What cries are theſe ? 
Flor. It ſeem'd the call of beauty in diſtreſs. 
Of ſavage beaſts and men, a monſtrous brood 
Poſſeſs this land 
Ori. and Cor. Help, help 
Ama, Again the cry's renew'd. 
Draw both our ſwords. and fly with ſpeed to fave; 
Th' oppreſt have a ſure refuge in the brave. 
Exeunt, drawing their ſwords. 
(Oriana and Coriſanda croſs the ſtage, purſued by a party of 
Arcalaus Magicians 
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Ori. and Cor. Help, help—— 
Party. Purſue, purſue—— | Spr 
[Floreſtan croſſes the ſtage following the purſuit, 
Arcalaus fighting and retreating before Amadis. 
Arcal. Thou run'ſt upon thy fate: mortal forbcar, 
A more than mortal rules the regions here. 
Ama. Think not my ſword ſhall give the leaſt reprieye, 
*T were cruelty to let ſuch monſters live. 
[Floreſtan re-enters retreating before another party, is ſeiz'd, di. W 
arm'd, and carry'd off. 
Arcal. Yet pauſe, and be advis'd ; avoid thy fate; 
Without thy life. my vengeance is compleat : 
Behold thy friend born to eternal chains, 


Remember Ardan now, and count thy gains. A 
Ama. Like Ardan's be thy fate, unpity'd fall : 
Thus I'Il at once revenge, and free them all. F 


[ Fight, Arcalaus ſtill retreating. A ſudden ſound of inſtru- 
ments expreſſing terror and horror, with thunder at the 
ſame time. Monſters and daemons riſe from under the 


ſtage, while others fly down from above, crofling to and I 
fro in confuſion, during which the ſtage is dar ken'd. On 
a ſudden a flouriſh of c::ntrary muſic ſucceeds; the ſky 2 
clears and the whole ſcene changes to a delightful vale, | 
Amadis appearing leaning on his ſword, ſurrounded by - 
ſhepherds and ſhepherdeſſes, who with ſongs, muſic and 
dances, perform the following enchantment, - 
To be ſung in full chorus. 13 
Love, creator love, appear, —_ 
Attend and hear ; 1 
Appear, appear, appear. | 
A ſingle voice. 
Love, creator love, 
Parent of heav'n and earth, 
Delight of gods above ; | 
To thee all nature owes her birth ; | 
Love, creator love. To 


Another ſingle voice, 
All that in ambient air does move, 
Or teems on fertile fields below, 
Or ſparkles in the ſkies above, 


eve, 
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Or does in rolling waters flou, 
Spring from the ſeeds which thou doſt ſow, 
Love, creator love. 


209 


| Chorus, 
Better in love a ſlave to be, 
Than with the wideſt empire free. 
Pance. 
Ode to Diſcord. A ſingle voice, 
When love's away then diſcord reigns, 
1he furies he unchains, 
Bids Aeolus unbind 
The northern wind, 
That fetter'd lay in caves, 
And root up trees, and plough the plains : 
Old ocean frets and raves, 
From their deep roots the rocks he tares, 
Whole deluges lets fly, 
That daſh againſt the ſky, 
And ſeem to drown the ſtars ; 
Th' aſſaulted clouds return the ſhock, 
Blue light'nings ſinge the waves, 
And thunder rends the rock. 
Then Jove uſurps his father's crown, 
Inſtruct ing mortals to aſpire ; 
The father would deſtroy the ſon, 
The ſou dethrones the ſire. 
The Titans, to regain their right, 


Prepare to try a ſecond fight, 


Briareus arms his hundred hands, 
And marches forth the bold Gigantic bands. 
Pelion «pon Ofla thrown, 
Steep Olympus they invade, 
Gods and giants tumble down, 
And Mars is foil'd by Encelade. 
Horror, confuſion, dreadful ire, | 
| Daggers, poiſon, ſword and fire, 5 
To execute the deſtin d wrath conſpire. 
The furies looſe their ſnaky rods, 
And laſh both men and gods. 
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Chorus repeat the laſt ſtanza. 
Then Symphony for love. 
A ſingle voice. 

But when love bids diſcord ceaſe, 

The jaring ſeeds unite in peace ; 

O the pleaſures paſt expreſſing ! 

O the rapture of poſſeſſing ! 

Melting, dying, heav'nly bleſſing, 

O the rapture of poſſeſſing ! 

Hail to love, and welcome joy ! 

Hail to the delicious boy! 

Tn Cyprus firſt the god was known ; 

Then wand ring, wand'ring o'er the main, 

He in Britania fixt his reign, 


And in Oriana's eyes his throne. 
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| A full chorus. 
Hail to love, and welcome joy! 
Hail to the delicious boy! 
See the ſon from love returning. 
Love's the flame iu which. he's burning. 
Hail to love, the ſofteſt pleaſures A 
Love and beauty reign for ever. 

Dance. 
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[Then to be ſung by a ſhepherdeſs addreſſing herſelf to Ama- 


dis. 
Now mortal prepare, 
For thy fate is at hand,; 
Now mortal prepare, 
And ſurrender. 
For love ſhall ariſe, 
Whom no pow'r can withſtand, 
Who rules from the ſkies 
To the centre. 
Now mortal prepart, 
For thy fate is at hand ; 
Now mortal prepare, 
And ſurrender. 
Chorus repeat. 
Now mortal prepare, etc. 


Na- 
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During the chorus, Oriana appears riſing from under the 
ſtage, repos'd upon a machine repreſenting a bed of flow- 
ers. The chorus ended, ſhe riſes, and comes forward. 


Ori. In what enchanted regions am I loſt? 
Am I alive? Or wander here a ghoſt ? 
Art thou too dead? — 


Starting at the ſight of Amadis. 


Ama. Where-e'er you are, the realms of blifs muſt be ; 


I ſce my goddeſs, and 'tis heaven to ſee. 


[Throwing away his word is ſeiz'd and bcu..d. 


Stand off, and give me way 
Ori - No, keep him there, 
Th' ungrateful traitor, let lim not come near: 
Convey the wretch where Siſyphus atones 
For crimes enormous, and where Titius groans, 
With robbers, and with murth'rers let him prove 
Inmortal pains— for he has murder'd love. 
Ama, Have I done this? 
Ori. —— —Baſe and perfidious man“ 
Let me be heard, and anſwer if you can. 
Was it your love, when trembling by your ſide 
I wept, and I implor'd, and almoſt dy'd, 
Urging your ſtay : was it your love that bore 
Your faithleſs veſſel from the Britiſh ſhore? 
What ſaid I not, upon the fatal night, 
When you avow'd your meditated flight ? 
Was it your love- that prompted you to part, 
To leave me dying, and to break my heart? 
See whom you fled, inhuman and ing rate, 
Repent your folly - but repent too late. 
Ama. Miſtaken princeſs ; by the ſtars above, 
The pow'rs below, and by immortal Jove! 
Unwilling and compell'd — 
Ori. Unwilling and compell'd! vain, vain pretence, 
For baſe neglect, and cold indifference. 
Was it your love, when by thoſe ſtars above, 
Thoſe pow'rs below, and that immortal Jove, 
You vow'd, before the firſt revolving moon, 
You would return Did you return? The ſun 
Thrice round the circled globe was ſeen to move, 
You neither came, nor ſeat-—-was this your love? 
O 
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Ama. Thrice has that ſun beheld me on your coaſt, 
By tempeſts beaten, and in ſhipwrecks loſt. 
Ori. And yet you choſe thoſe perils of the ſea, 
Of rocks, and ftorms—or any thing—but me. 
The raging ocean, and the winter wind, 
Touch'd at my paſſion, with my wiſhes join'd, 
No image, but of certain fate, appear'd, 
Leſs I your abſence, than your danger, fear'd ; 
In vain they threaten'd, and I ſucd in vain, 
More deaf than ſtorms, more eruel than the main; 
No pray'r, nor gentle meſſage could prevail 
To wait a calmer ſky, or ſofter gale ; 
You brav'd the danger, and deſpis'd the love, 
Nor death could terrify, nor paſſion move. 
Ama. Of our paſt lives, the pleaſure, and the pain, 
Fixt in my foul, for ever ſhall remain; 
Recall more gently my unhappy ſtate, 
And charge my crime, not on my choice, but fate : 
In mortal breaſt, fare, honour never wag'd 
So dire a war, nor love more fiercely rag'd : 
You ſaw my torment, and you knew my heart, 
T as infamy to ſtay, twas death to part. 
Ori. In vain you'd cover, with the thirſt of fame, 
And honour's call, an odious traitor's name; 
Could honour ſuch vile perfidy approve? 
Is it no honour to be trug to love? 
O Venus! parent of the Trojan race, 
In Britain too, ſome remnants found a place ; 
From Brute deſcending | in a line direct, 
Within theſe veins thy fav'rite blood reſpect ; 
Mother of lcve, by men and gods rever'd, 
Confirm theſe vows, and let this pray'r be heard. 
The Briton to the Gaul henceforth ſhall bear 
Immortal hatred, and eternal war; 
Nor league, nor commerce, let the nations know, 
Put ſeeds of everlaſting diſcord grow; 
With fire and ſword the faiihleſs race purſue, 
This vengeance to my injur'd love is due ; 
Riſe from our aſhes ſome avenging hand, 
To curb their tyrants, and invade their land; 


THE BRITISH ENCHANT ERS. 271 


Waves fight with waves, and ſhores with ſhores engage, 
And let our ſons inherit the ſame rage. 
Ama. Might I be heard one word in my defence 
Ori. No, not a word. What ſpecious forc'd pretence 
Would you. invent, to gild a weak defence? 
To falſe Aeneas, when 'twas giv'n by fate 
To tread the paths of death, and view the Stygian ſtate, 
Forſaken Dido was the firſt that ſtood 
To ſtrike his eye, her boſom bath'd in blood 
Freſh from her wound : pale horror and affright 
Seiz d the falſe man, confounded at the fight, 
Trembling he gaz'd, and ſome faint words he ſpoke, 
Some tears he ſhed, which, with diſdainful look, 
Unmov'd ſhe heard, and ſaw, nor heeded more 
Than the firm rock, when faithleſs tempeſts roar, 
With one laſt look, his falſeneſs ſhe upbraids, 
Then ſullenly retires, and ſeeks eternal ſhades. 
Lead me, O lead me where the bleeding queen, 
With juſt reproaches loads perfidious men, 
Baniſh'd from joy, from empire, and from light, 5 


In death involve me, and in endleſs night, 
that odious object 


from my fight. 


But keep 
1275 Exit. 
Enter Arcalaus. c 
Arcal. With her laſt words, ſhe ſign'd his dying breath. 
Convey him ſtraight to tortures, and to death. 
Ama. Let me not periſh with a traitor's name, 
Naked, unarm'd, and ſingle as I am; 
Looſe this right hand 
Arcal. Hence to his fate the valiant boaſter bear. 
Sinks under the ſtage with him. 
For him, let our infernal prieſts prepare 
Their knives, their cords, and altars—but for her 
Soft beds, and flow'ry banks, and fragrant bow'rs, 
Muſic, and ſongs, and all thoſe melting pow'rs 
With which love ſteals on hearts, and tunes the mind 
To tenderneſs and yielding: 
Superior charms, enchant us to be kind. Exit. 
The Af concludes with dancing. 
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Ac rk I 


ARCALAUS, and ARCABON, meeting. 


Arcalaus. 


W E LC OM E as after darkneſs chearful light, 
Or to the weary wand'rer downy night : 

Smile, ſmile, my Arcabon, for ever ſmile, 

And with thy gayeſt looks reward my toil, 

That ſullen air but ill becomes thee now, 


See'ſt thou not glorious conqueſt on my brow ! 
Amadis, Amadis 


Arcab. Dead, or in chains? Be quick in thy reply. 


Arcal. He lives, my Arcabon, but lives to die. 
The gnawing vulture, and the reſtleſs wheel, 
Shall be delight, to what the wretch ſhall feel. 

Arcab. Goddeſs of dire revenge, Erinnys, riſe, 
With pleaſure grace thy. lips, with joy thy eyes ; 
Smile like the queen of love, and ſtrip the rocks 
Of pearls and gems, to deck thy jetty locks ; 


With chearful tunes diſguiſe thy hollow throat, 


And cmulate the lark and linnet's note ; 
Let envy's ſelf rejoice, deſpair be gay, 
For rage and murder ſhall triumph to-day. 

Arcal. Ariſe, O Ardan, from the hollow womb” 
OF earth, ariſe, burſt from thy brazen tomb, 
Bear witneſs to the vengeance we prepare, 

Rejoice, and reſt for ever void of care. | 

| Arcab. Pluto, ariſe, infernal king. releaſe 
Thy tortur'd ſlaves, and let the damn'd have peace, 
But double all their pains on Amadis. 


Arcal. Mourn all ye heav'ns, above yon azure plain 


Let grief abound, and lamentation reign, 
The thunderer with tears bedew his (ky, 
For Amadis, his champion's doom'd to die. 


Arcab. Death be my care; for to compleat his woe, 


The ſlave ſhall periſh by a woman's blow; 
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Thus each by turns ſhall his dire vow fulfil, 
*Twas thine to vanquiſh, and 'tis mine to kill. 
Arcal. So look'd Medea, when her rival bride, 
Upon her nuptial day, conſuming dy'd : 
O never more let love diſguiſe a face 
Buy rage adorn'd with ſuch triumphant grace. 
Arcab. In ſweet revenge inferior joys are loſt, 
And love lies ſhipwreck'd on the ſtormy coaſt ; 
Rage rules all other paſſions in my breaſt, 
And ſwelling like a torrent, drowns the reſt. 
Should this curſt wretch, whom moſt my ſoul abhors, 
Prove the dear man whom moſt my ſoul adores, 
Love ſhould in vain defend him with his dart, 
Thro' all his charms I'd ſtab him to the heart. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. 


Enter CELIUSs, ConSTANT1Uus, Luclus a Roman, and a 
numerous attendance of Britons. | 


King. From contracts ſign'd, and articles agreed, 
With Britiſh faith it ſuits not to recede : 

How may the world interpret ſuch neglect, 

And on her beauty, or her fame, reflect? 

Roman, conſider well what courſe you run, 

Reſolve to be my pris'ner, or my ſon, 


If this ſounds rude, then know, we Britons flight » 
Thoſe ſupple arts, which foreigners delight, 
Nor ſtand on forms to vindicate our right. 9 


| Exit King and attendants. 
Luc. Happy extremity | now, prince, be bleſt, 
Of all you love, and all you wiſh poſſeſt; 
No cenſure you incur, conſtrain'd to chooſe, 
Poſſeſt at once of pleaſure, and excuſe. 
Conſt. If for myſelf alone I would poſſeſs, 
*Twere ſenſual joy, and brutal happineſs. 
When moſt we love, embracing and embrac'd, 
The particle ſublime of bliſs, is plac'd 
In raptures that we feel the raviſh'd charmer taſte. 
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Oriana, no —— tho? certain death it be, 

I'll die, or ſet thee free. 
Haſte, Lucius, haſte, ſound loud our trumpets, call 
Our guard to arms, tho' few, they're Romans all. 
Now tremble, ſavage king, a Roman hand 

Shall ne'er be bound, that can a ſword command. 


As they off, re-enter king Celius, attended as before. | 
e to be found! ſhe muſt, ſhe ſhall be found; 

Diſperſe out parties, ſearch our kingdoms round; 

Follow Conſtantius, ſeize him, torture, kill; 

Traitor! what vengeance I can have, I will. 

Well have thy gods, O Rome! ſecur'd thy peace, 

Planted behind ſo many lands and ſeas, | 

Or thon ſhould'ſt feel me, city, in thy fall, 

More dreadful than the Samnite, or the Gaul. 

But to ſupply and recompenſe this want, 

Hear, O ye guardians of our iſle, and grant 

That wrath may riſe, and ſtrife immortal come 

Betwixt the gods of Britain, and of Rome. 


(Excunt. 


S W EN 


The ſcene changes to a ſcene of tombs and dungeons, men 
and women chain'd in rows, oppoſite to one another. In 
the front of the captives, FLORESTAN and /COR1SAN- 
Da. A magnificent monument erected to the memory of 
ARDAN, with this inſcription in large letters of gold: 


4 


REVENGE IS VOW'D, REST QUIET, GENTLE SHADE, 
THE LIVING SHALL BE RESTLESS TILL *TIS HAD. 


A guard of daemons. Plaintive muſic. 
To be ſung by a captive king. 
Look down, ye pow'rs, look down, 
And caſt a pitying eye 
Upon a monarch's miſery. 
Look down, look down. 
Avenge, avenge, avenge 


Afronted majeſty. 


« | | 
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T who but now on thrones of gold, 
Gave laws to kingdoms uncontraul'd, 

To empire born, 

From empire torn, 

A wretched ſlave, 

A wretched ſlave, 

Am now of flaves the ſeorn. 
Alas! the ſmiles of fortune prove 
4 variable as womens love. 

By a captive lover. 

The happieſt mortals once were we, 

T lov'd Mira, Mira me ; 

Each deſirous of the bleſſing, 

Nothing wanting but poſſeſſing ; 

I low'd Mira, Mira me, 

The happieſt mortals once were we. 


But ſince cruel fates diſſever, 
Torn from love, and torn for ever, 
Tortures end me, 
Death befriend me: 
Of all pains, the greateſt pain, 


Ts to love, and love in vain. 


y a captive libertine, 
Plague us not 4 idle ſtories, 
Whining loves, and ſenſeleſs glories ; 
M hat are lovers, what are kings? 


What at beſt but flaviſh things. 


Free I liv'd, as nature made me, 
No proud beauty durſt invade me, 
No rebellious flaves betray'd me, 

Free Iliv'd, as nature made me. 


Each by turns, as ſenſe inſpir'd me, 
Bacchus, Ceres, Venus, fird me ; 
T atone have loſt true pleaſure ; 
Freedom is the only treaſure. 

Chorus of daemons. 
Ceaſe, ye ſlaves, your fruitleſs grieving, 
| No, no, 


O 4 
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The powers below 
No pity know ; 
Ceaſe, ye flaves, your fruitleſs grieving. 


A dance of daemons inſulting the priſoners. 


Flor. to Cor. To taſte of pain, and yet to gaze on thee, 
To meet, and yet to mourn, but ill agree. 
Well may the brave contend, the wiſe contrive, 
In vain againſt their ſtars the deſtin'd ſtrive. | 
Cor. So to th* appointed grove the feather'd pair 
Fly chirping on, unmindful of the ſnare, 
Purſuing love, and wing'd with am'rous thovght, 
The wanton couple in one toll are caught, 
In the ſame cage in mournful notes complain 
Of the ſame fate, and curſe perfidious man. 
A captive. O heav'ns take pity of our pains, 
Death is a milder fate than chains. 


A flouriſh of inſtruments of horror. Arcabon deſcends in 2 
chariot drawn thro' the air by dragons, guarded by infer- 
nal ſpirits. She alights and comes forward, arm'd with a 


dagger in her hand. 


[breath 
dab. Your vows have reach'd the gods, your chains and 
3 the ſame date 


Prepare for freedom, for I bring you death. 


He who fo oft has ſcap'd th' aſſaults of hell, 

Whom yet no charms could bind, no force could quell, 
By whom ſo many bold enchanters fell, 

Amadis, Amadis, this joyful day, 

Your guardian deity's himſelf our prey. 

From all their dungeons let our captives come, 

Idle ſpectators of their hero's doom. 


{Flourith- of loud inſtruments of divers ſorts. Other dungeons” 
open, and diſcover more captives. Amadis chain'd to an 
altar, infernal prieſts on cach fide of him with knives up- 
lifted ready for the ſacrifice. 

Arcabon advancing haſtily to ſtab him, arts and ſtops. 


Arcab. Thou dy'ſt what ſtrange and what reſiſtleſs charm, 
With ſeccet force, arreſts my lifted arm? 
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What art thou, who with more than magic art, 
Doſt make my hand unfaithful to my heart? 
Ama. One, who diſdaining mercy, ſues to die; 
I alk not life, for life were cruelty. 
e, Of all the wretched, ſearch the world around, 
A more unhappy never can be found; 
Let looſe thy rage, like an avenging god. 
Fain won'd my ſoul encumber'd, caſt her load. 
Arcab. [4fide.] In ev'ry line and feature of that face, 
The dear enchanter of my ſoul I trace: 
My brother! had my father too been ſlain, 
The blood of my whole race ſhould plead in vain. 
The ties of nature do but weakly move, 
The ſtrongeſt tie of nature, is in love. 
Ama. O Floreſtan! I ſee thoſe chains with ſhame, 
Which I could not prevent — O ſtain to fame! 
O honour loſt for ever! Theſeus fell, 
But Hercules remain'd unconquer'd ſtill, 
And freed his friend what man cou'd do did, 
Nor was I overpower'd, but betray'd. 
O my lov'd friend! with better grace we ſtood 
1 In arms repelling death, wading in blood 
To victories; the manly limb that trod 
Firm and erect, beneath a treble load 
Of pond'rous mail, theſe ſhameful bonds diſdains, 
And ſinks beneath th'inglorious weight of chains. 
Flor. Where ſhall the brave and good for refuge run, 
When to be vittuous, is to be undone ? 
Arcab. He ſpoke—and ev'ry accent to my heart 
Gave a freſh wound, and was another dart : 
He weeps ! but red'ning at the tears that fall, 
Is it for theſe? Be quick, and free them all. 
* Let ev'ry captive be releas'd from chains: 
How is it that I love, if he complains? 
Hence ev'ry grief, and ev'ry anxious care, 
Mix with the ſeas and winds, breed tempeſt there: 
dtrike all your ſtrings, to joy ful meaſures move, 
And ev'ry voice ſound liberty and love. 


Flouriſh of all the muſic ; the chains at once fall off ſrom 
all the captives, Abcobon frees Amadis herſelf. 
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Liberty ! liberty ! 
A ſingle voice. 
Mem. arm, the ger'rous Britons cry, 
Let us live free, or let us die ; 
Trumpets ſounding, banners Sling, 
Braving tyrants, chains defying, 


Arm, arm, the generous Britons cry, 


Let us live free, or let us die ; 
Liberty ! liberty! 
Chorus repeat. 
* liberty ! 
Another ſingle voice. 


Happy iſle all joys poſſeſſing, 


Clime reſembling heaven above, 
Freedom *tis that crowns thy bleſſing, 
Land of liberty and love! 
When thy nymphs, to cure complaining, 
Set themſelves and lovers free, 
In the bleſſing of obtaining, 
Ab! how ſweet is liberty! 


Dance of captives, expreſſing joy for liberty. 


[Arcabon having freed Amadis, they come forward together; 
the reſt ſtanding in rows on each ſide of the theatre, bowing 


as they advance, 


Arcab. When rage, like mine, makes ſuch a ſudden pauſe, 
Methinks 'twere eaſy to divine the cauſe : 

The dulleſt warrior, in a lady's face, | 
The ſecret meaning of a bluſh may trace, 

When ſhort-breath'd ſighs, and catching glances, ſent 
From dying eyes, reveal the kind intent. 

Let glory ſhare, but not poſſeſs you whole, 

Love is the darling tranſport of the ſoul. 

Ama. The lords of fate, who all our lots decree, 

Have deſtin'd fame, no other chance for me ; 

My ſullen ſtars in that rough circle move; 

The happy only are reſerv'd for love. 
| Arcab. The ſtars which you reproach, my art can force, 

I can direct them to a kinder courſe : 


THE BRITISH ENCHANTERs, 
Chorus of all the captives. 
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Truſt to my charms, the preſent time improve, 
select and precious are the hours of love. 
Unguarded ſee the virgin treaſure ſtand, 
Glad of the theft, to court the robber's hand ; 
Honour, . his wonted watch no longer keeps, 
Scize quickly, ſoldier, while the dragon ſleeps. 
Ama. Enchanting are your looks, leſs magic lies 
In your myſterious art, than in your eyes; 
Such melting language claims a ſoft return, 
Pity the hopeleſs flames in which I burn; 
Faſt bound already, and not free to chooſe, 
I prize the bleſſing fated to refuſe. 
Arcab. [4fide.] Thoſe formal lovers be for ever curſt, 
Who fetter'd freeborn love with honour firſt, 
Who thro? fantaſtic laws are virtue's fools, 
And againſt nature will be ſlaves to rules. 
To him.] Your captive friends have freedom from this hour, 
Rejoice for them, but for thyſelf much more: 
Sublimer bleſſings are reſerv'd for thee, 
Whom love invites to be poſſeſsd of me. 
The ſhipwreck'd Greeks caſt on Acaca's ſhore, 
With trembling ſteps the dubions coaſt explore, 
Who firſt arrive, in vain for pity plead, 


Transform'd to beaſts, a vile and monſtrous breed; 


But when Ulyſles with ſuperior mien 

Approach'd the throne where ſat th' enchantreſs queen, 
Pleas'd with a preſence that invades her charms, 

She takes the bold advent'rer in her arms, 

Up to her bed the leads the conqu'ror on, 

Vhere he enjoys the daughter of the ſun, 


She leads Amadis out. Floreſtan and Coriſanda, and the re- 
leaſed captives only remain. Floreſtan and Coriſanda run 
into each other's arms. | | 


Flor. In this enchanting circle let me be, 
For ever and for ever bound with thee. 

Cor. Soul of my ſoul, and charmer of my heart, 
From theſe embraces let us never part. 

Flor. Never, O never —in ſome ſafe retreat, 
Far from the noiſe and tumults of the great, 
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Secure and happy on each other's breaſt, 
Within each other's arms we'll ever reſt ; 
Thoſe eyes ſhall make my days ſerene and bright, 
Theſe arms, thus circling round me, bleſs the night. 
{Exeunt Flor. and Cor. 
The remaining captives expreſs their joy for liberty by ſing- 
ing and dancing. 
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Chorus of all the captives together. 
To fortune give immortal praiſe, 
Fortune repoſes, and can raiſe ; 
Fortune the captives chains does break, 
And brings deſpairing exiles back; 
However low this hour we fall, 
One lucky moment may mend all. 


The act concludes with variety of dances. 


The end of the third AF, 


| ACT I I. 


ARCABON and ARCALAUS. 
Arcalaus. 


() F women tyrants 'tis the common doom, 
Each haughtily ſets out in beauty's bloom, 
Till late repenting, to redeem the paſt, 
You turn abandon'd' proſtitutes at laſt. 
| Arcab. Who hate declares, is ſure of hate again; 

Rage begets rage, diſdain provokes diſdain : 
Why, why, alas! ſhould love leſs mutual prove ? : 
Why 1s not love return'd with equal love? 

Arcal. Bleſſings when cheap, or certain, we deſpiſe ; 
From ſure poſſeſſion what defire can riſe ? 
Love, like ambition, dies as 'tis enjoy'd, 
By doubt provok'd, by certainty deſtroy'd. 

Arcab. To govern love, alas! what woman can? 
Yet 'tis an eaſy province for a man, | 
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Why am I then of hope abandon'd quite? | | 
There 1s a cure Fd aſk it if I might. 

Forgive me, brother, if I pry too far, 

Pve learnt my rival is your pris ner here; 

If that be true 


Arxrcal.— What thence would you infer? [ Surlily. 


Arcab. What but her death-—When Amadis is free; 
From hopes of her—there may be hope for me. 

Arcal. Thou eloud to his bright Juno fool—ſhall he 
Who has lov'd her, ever deſcend to thee? | 


Arcab. Much vainer fool art thou—where are thoſe charms 


That are to tempt a princeſs to thy arms ? 
Thou Vulcan to Oriana's Mars. 
 Arcal.- — . But yet 

This Vulcan has that Mars within his net. 
Your counſel comes too late, for *tis decreed, 


To make the woman ſure, the man ſhall bleed. [Exit ſurlily. 
Arcab. Firſt periſh thou ; earth, air, and ſeas, and * 


Confounded in one heap of chaos lie, 

And ev'ry other living creature die. 

I burn, I burn; the ſtorm that's in my mind 
Kindles my heart, like fires provok'd by wind : 
Love and reſentment, wiſhes and diſdain, 

Blow all at once, like winds that plough the main. 
Furies! Alecto! aid my juſt deſign : | | 
But if, averſe to mercy, you decline 5 
The pious taſk, aſſiſt me, pow'rs divine; 

Juſt gods, and thou their king, imperial Jove, 
Strike whom you pleaſe, but ſave the man I love, 


[Exit. 
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[ The ſcene changes to the repreſentation of a fine garden; 
OR1IaNa ſitting penſively in a pleaſant bower towards the 
lower end of the ſcene. Soft muſic playing. Arcalaus enters, 
addreſſing himſelf reſpectfully to her, ſhe riſes; they advance 
flowly towards the front of the ſtage, ſeeming in mute 
diſcourſe, till the muſic ceaſes. 


Arcalaus and Oriana. 


Arcal. Of freedom loſt, unjuſtly you complain, 
Born to command, where-e'er you come you reign; 
No fetters here you wear, but others bind, 

And not a priſon, but an empire find. 

Ori. Death I expect, and I deſire it too, 

*Tis all the mercy to be wilh'd from you. 
To die, is to be free : oh let me find 
A ſpeedy death that freedom would be kind. 

Arcal. Too cruel to ſuſpect ſuch uſage meant, 
Here is no death, but what your eyes preſent : 

O may they reign, thoſe arbiters of fate, 
Immortal, as the loves which they create. 
We know the cauſe of this prepoſt'rous grief, 


And we ſhould pity, were there no relief: 


One lover loſt, have you not millions more? 

Can you complain of want, whom all adore ? 

All hearts are yours; ev'n mine, that fierce and free 
Ranging at large, diſdain'd captivity, 

Caught by your charms, the ſavage trembling lies, 
And proſtrate in his chain, for mercy dies. 

Ori. Reſpect is limited to pow'r alone, | 
Beauty diſtreſs'd, like kings from empire thrown, 
Each inſolent invades — - 

How art thou chang'd! ah, wretched princeſs | now, 
When ev'ry ſlave that loves, dares tell thee ſo? 

Arcal. If I do love, the fault is in your eyes, 
Blame them who wound, and not your ſlave who dies : 
If we may love, then ſure we may declare ; 

If we may not, ah! why are you ſo fair? 
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Who can unmov'd behold that heav'nly face, 
Thoſe radiant eyes, and that reſiſtleſs grace? 
Ori. Pluck out theſe eyes, revenge thee on my face, 
Tear off my cheeks, and root up ev'ry grace, 
Disfigure, kill me, Kill me inſtantly, 
Thus may'lt thou free thyſelf at once, and me. 
Arcal. Such ſtrange commands 'twere impious to __ 
1 wou'd revenge myſelf a gentler way. 
{Offering to take her hand, ſhe fnatches it away diſdainfully, 
Ori. Some whirlwind bear me from this odious place, 
Earth open wide, and bury my diſgrace ; 
Save me, ye pow'rs, from violence and ſhame, 
Aſſiſt my virtue, and protect my fame. 
Arcal. [ Aſide.] Love, with ſubmiſſion, firſt begins in courſe 
But when that fails, a ſure reſerve is force: 
The niceſt dames who our embraces ſhun, 
Wait only a pretence——and fotce is one : 
She who thro' frailty yields, diſhonour gains, 
But ſhe that's forc'd, her innocence retains : 
Debtors and ſlaves for favours they beſtow, 
Invading, we are free, and nothing owe. 
No ties of love or gratitude conſtrain, 
But as we like, we leave 


It ſhall be ſo. 


[To her.] Since ſofter arguments have prov'd ſo vain, 
Force is the laſt, reſiſt it if you can. 


[He ſeizes her, ſpe breaks from him. 
Ori. Help—help— ye gods! 
Arcal. Who with ſuch courage can reſiſt deſire, 
With what a rage ſhe'll love when raptures fire! 
Behold in chains your vanquiſh'd minion lies, 
And if for nothing but this ſcorn, he dies. 
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or come again. 


[Amadis diſcover'd in chains. Arcalaus advancing to ſtab kin, | 
Arcabon enters in the inſtant and offers to ſtab Oriana. | 


Arcab. Strike boldly, murd'rer, ſtrike him to the ground, 9 
While thus my dagger anſwers ev'ry wound. 5 
By what new magic is thy vengeance charm'd? 
Trembles thy hand before a man unarm'd? 
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Ori. Strike, my deliv'rer, 'tis a friendly ſtroke, 

I ſhun thee not, but rather would provoke: 

Death to the wretched is an end of care, 


But yet, methinks, he might that victim ſpare. 


Pointing to Amadis, 
Ama. Burſt, burlt theſe chains, juſt gods, can you look down 
On ſach diſtreſs, like idle lookers on? 
My ſoul, till now, no dangers could affright, 
But trembles like a coward's, at this ſight. 
Arcab. So paſſionate ! but I'll revenge it here — 
Arcal. Hold, fury-—or I ſtrike as home forbear.— 


Arcabon offering to ſtab Oriana, Arcalaus does the ſame to 
Amadis; both withhold their blow. 


(Trumpets, kettle-drums, and warlike inſtruments of all kinds, 
reſound from all parts of the theatre. Urganda enters haſti- 
ly with a numerous train. Arcalaus and Arcabon ſurpriz'd 
retire to the oppolite ſide of the ſtage. 


Urg. To arms, to arms, ye ſpirits of the air, 
Ye guardians of the brave, and of the fair, 
Leave your bright manſions, and in arms appear. 


[ Warlike muſic ſounds a charge; ſpirits deſcend in clouds; 
ſome continue in the air playing upon inſtruments of war, 
others remain ranged in order of battle; others deſcend 
upon the ſtage, ranging themſelves by Amadis, whom Ur- 
ganda frees, giving him a ſword. Oriana likewiſe is freed. 


Arcab. Fly quick, ye daemons, from your ack abodes, 
And try another combat with the gods ; 
Blue fires, and peſtilential fumes ariſe, 
And flaming fountains ſpout againſt the ſkies ; 
From their broad roots theſe oaks and cedars tear, 
Burn like my love, and rage like my deſpair. 


[Erumpets ſound on Arcabon's fide, which are anſwer'd on. 
Urganda's. The grove appears in an inſtant all in a flame; 


fountains from 8 caſt up fire as in ſpouts; a rain of 
fire from above; the ſky darkned; daemons range them- 
ſelves on the ſtage by Arcalaus and Arcabon ; other dac- 


mons face Urganda; ſpirits in the air; martial inſtruments. 
ſounding from all parts of the theatre; Arcalaus advances 


before his party, with his ſword nn. to Amadis. 


him 
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Arcal. Let heaven and hell ſtand neuter, while we try, 
On equal terms, which of us two ſhall die. 


[Arcalaus and Amadis engage at the head of their parties; a 
fight at the ſame time in the air, and upon the ſtage; all 

- ſorts of loud inſtruments ſounding ; Arcalaus falls; the 
daemons, ſome fly away thro the air, others ſink under 
ground, with horrible cries. | 


Urg. Sound tunes of triumph, all ye winds, and bear 
Your notes aloft, that hcav'n and earth may hear; 
And thou, O ſun! ſhine out ſerene and gay, 
And bright, as when the giants loſt the day. 


[Tunes of triumph, the ſky clears, the grove returns to its 
firſt proſpect. A large ball of fire repreſenting the figure 
of the ſun deſcends gradually to the ſtage; Amadis ap- 
proaching Oriana reſpectfully ; Arcabon itands ſullen and 
obſerving. 


Secure of empire in that beauteous breaſt, 
Not Jove, the king of gods, like Amadis was bleſt. 
Ori. While to Oriana Amadis was true, 2 


Ama. to Ori. While Amadis Oriana's love poſſeſt, | 5 


Nor wand'ring flames to diſtant climates drew, 
No heav'n, but only love, the pleas'd Oriana knew. 
Ama. That heav'n of love, alas! is mine no more; 
Braving thoſe pow'rs by whom ſhe falſely ſwore ; 
She to Conſtantius would thoſe charms reſign, 
If oaths could bind, that ſhou'd be only mine. 
Ori. With a fine falſhood you'd evade your part 
Of guilt, and tax a tender faithful heart : 
While by fuch ways you'd hide a conſcious flame, 
The only virtue you have left, is ſhame. 
| Turning diſdainfully from him. 
Ama. [ Approaching tenderly. 
But ſhou'd this injur'd vaſſal you ſuſpect 
Prove true ah! what return might he expect? 
Ori. [Returning to him with an air of tenderneſs.] 
Tho' brave Conſtantius charms with ev'ry art, 
That can entice a tender virgin's heart, 
Whether he ſhines for glory, or delight; 
To tempt ambition, or enchant the ſight, 
EP P 
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Were Amadis reſtor'd to my eſteem, 
I would reject a deity — for him. 


Ama. Tho' falſe as wat'ry bubbles blown oh wind, 
Fixt in my ſoul, and rooted in my mind, 


I love Oriana, faithleſs and unkind. 


O were ſhe kind, and faithful, as ſhe's fair ! 
For her alone I'd live——and die for her. 
Urg. Adjourn theſe murmurs of returning love, 


And from this ſcene of rage and fate remove. 


| [To Arcabon.] 
Thy empire, Arcabon, concludes this hour, 
Short is the date of all flagitious pow'r: 
Spar'd be thy life, that thou may'ſt living bear 
The torments of the damn'd in thy deſpair. 

| [To Oriana aud Amadis.] 
Where zephyrs only breathe in myrtle groves, 
There will I lead you to debate your loves. 


The machine repreſenting the figure of the ſun opens and ap- 
P g gu P P 

pears to be a chariot refulgent with rays, magnificently 
gilt and adorn'd, with convenient ſeats, to which Urganda 


conducts Oriana ; Amadis following, Arcabon ſtops him, 


by the robe. 


Arcab. What, not one look! not one diſſembling ſmile, 


To thank me for your life? or to beguile 
Deſpair ? Cold and ungrateful as thou art, 
Hence from my fight for ever, and my heart. 
Letting go her hold with an air of contempt, 
Back, ſoldier, to the camp, thy proper ſphere, 
Stick to thy trade, dull hero, follow war ; 
Uſeleſs to women thou mere image, meant 
To raiſe deſire and then to diſappoint. 


{Amadis takes his place in Urganda's chariot, which riſes gra- 


dually in the air, not quite diſappearing till the cloſe of 


Arcabon's ſpeech. 


So ready to be gone—Barbarian, ſtay. 
He's gone, and love returns, and pride gives way. 
O ſtay, come back—horror and hell! I burn! 
I rage! I rave! I die - return, return, 


Afi 
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Eternal racks my tortur'd boſom tear, | 
Vultures with endleſs pangs are gnawing there, 
Fury! diſtraction I am all deſpair. 


Burning with love, may'ſt thou ne'er aim at bliſs, 
But thunder ſhake thy limbs, and lightning blaſt thy * 
While pale, aghaſt, a ſpectre I ſtand by, 
Pleas'd at the terrors that diſtract thy joy! 
Plague of my life! thy impotence ſhall be 
A curſe to her, worſe than thy ſcorn to me. | 
| Exit. 
Chorus. 
Firſt Voice. 
The battle's done, 
Our wars are over, 
The battle's done, 
Let laurels crown 
Whom rugged ſteel did cover, 
Second Voice. 


4 | Let myrtles too 
ly Bring peace for euer, 
fs Let myrtles too 
— Adorn the brow, 
That bent beneath the warlike beaver. 
, A full chorus of all the voices and inſtruments. 


Let trumpets and tymbals, 
Let atabals and cymbals, 
Let drums and hautboys give over ; 
5. But let flutes 
| And let lutes 
Our paſſions excite : ö 
To gentler delight, | | 
And every Mars be @ lover. 
2 Dances, with which che act concludes. 


1] The end of the fourth AF, [ 
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ACT V STUNE TL 


SCENE URGanDa's enchanted palace. 


The ſcenes are adorn'd and diverſify'd with the ſeveral repre- 
ſentations of the adventures and exploits of heroes and 
heroines : a large piece facing the front, repreſenting their 


Apotheaſts, or reception among the gods. 
AMADIS and ORIANA. 


ORIAN A. 


I N my eſteem he well deſerves a part, 

He ſhares my praiſe, but you have all my heart; 
When equal virtues in the ſcales are try'd, 
And juſtice againſt neither can decide ; 
When judgment, thus perplex'd, ſuſpends the choice, 
Fancy mult ſpeak, and give the caſting voice : \ 
Much to his love, much to his merit's due, 

But pow'rful inclination was for you. 

Ama. Thou haſt no equal, a ſuperior ray 

Unriva!'d as the light that rules the day. 
Should fame ſollicit me with all her charms, 
Not blooming laurels nor victorious arms 
Shou'd purchaſe but a grain of the delight, 

A moment from the raptures of this night. 

Ori. Wrong not my virtue, to ſuppoſe that I 

Can grant to love, what duty muſt deny; 
A father's will is wanting, and my breaſt 
Is rul'd by glory, tho' by love poſſeſt: 

Rather than be another's, T won'd die ö 


| 


Nor can be yours, till ha hall comply. 


CY 


Ama. Hard rules, which thus the nobleſt loves engage, 


To wait the peevith humours of old age! 

Think not the lawfulneſs of love conſiſts 

In parents wills, or in the forms of prieſts ; 
Such are but licens'd rapes, which vengeance draw 
From heav'n, howe'er approv'd by human law. 
Marriage the happy'ſt bond of love might be, 

If hands were only join'd, when hearts agree. 


re- 
ind 


etr 
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Enter Urganda, Coriſanda, Floreſtan, and attendants to Urganda. 
Urg. Here faithful lovers to ſure joys remove, 

The ſoft retreat of glory and of love, 

By fate prepar'd, to crown the happy hours 

Of mighty kings, and famous conquerours ; 


Here, gallant prince, let all your labours end; 


Before, I gave a miſtreſs ; now, a friend; 

The greateſt bleſſings which the gods can ſend. 

[Preſenting Floreſtan 
2 O Floreſtan! there was but thus to meet, 

Thus to embrace, to make my joys compleat; 

The ſight of thee does ſuch vaſt tranſports breed, 

As ſcarce the ecſtaſies of love exceed. 

Flor. If beyond love or glory is à taſte 

Of pleaſure, it is ſure in friendſhip plac'd. 

Ori. My Coriſanda too; | | [Embracing ber. 

Not Floreſtan cou'd fly with greater haſte 

To take thee in his arms — O welcome to my breaſt, 

As to thy lover's 
Cor. —0 joy compleat! 

Bleſt day ! g 

Wherein ſo many friends and lovers meet. 

Flor. The ſtorm blown over, ſo the wanton doves 
Shake from their plumes the rain, and ſeek the groves, 
Pair their glad mates, and cooe eternal loves. 

Ama. O Floreſtan! bleſt as thou doſt deſerve, 

To thee the fates are kind, without reſerve. 

My joys are not fo full, tho' love would yield, 

Fierce honour ſtands his ground, and keeps the field ; 

Nature within ſeduc'd, in vain befriends, 

While honour, with his guard of pride, defends : 

O nature, frail, and faulty in thy frame, 

Fomenting wiſhes, honour muſt condemn ; 

Or O! too rigid honour, thus to bind, 

When nature prompts, and when deſire is kind. 

Enter Arcabon condufting Conſtantius, her garments looſe, and 
hair diſheved, ſeeming Tn. Conſtantius in deep mour- 
ning. 

Arcab. This, Roman, is the hes) ; *tis magic ground, 

Hid by 4 enchantment, by enchantment found. 

22 
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Behold them at our view diſſolve in fear, 

Two armies, are two lovers in deſpair; 

Proceed, be bold, and ſcorning to intreat, 

Think all her ſtrugglings feign'd, her eries deceit; 

Kill him, and raviſh her for ſo wou'd I, 

Were I a man —or rather let both die. 

The rape may pleaſe — 

Each was diſdain'd ; to equal rage refign 

Thy heart, and let it burn and blaze like mine. 

*Tis ſweet to love, but when with ſcorn we meet, 

Revenge ſupplies the loſs with joys as great. 

[A chariot deſcends ſwiftly, into which ſhe enters at the follow- 
ing lines, 

Up to th' etherial heav'ns where gods reſide, 

Lo! thus I fly, to thunder en thy fide. 


[A clap of thunder. The chariot mounts in the air, and vaniſyes 
with her. 


Conſt. Fly where thou wilt, but not to bleſt abodes, 
For ſure, where-c'er thou art, there are no gods. 
| Addreſſing himſelf to Oriana, 
I come not here an object to affright, 
Or to moleſt, but add to your delight. 
Behold a prince expiring in your view, 
Whoſe life's a burthen to himſclf, and you, 
Fate and the king all other means deny 
To ſet you free, but that Conſtantius die. 
A Roman arm had play'd a Roman part, 
But 'tis prevented by my breaking heart; 
T thank ye, gods, nor think my doom ſevere, 
Reſigning life, on any terms, for her. 
Urg. What cruel deſtiny on beauty waits, 
When on one face depends ſo many fates? 
Conſt. Make room, ye Decii, whoſe devoted breath 
Secur'd your country's happineſs by death; 
I come a ſacrifice no leſs renoun'd, 
The cauſe as glorious, and as ſure the wound. 
O love ! with all thy ſweets let her be bleſt, 
Thy reign be gentle in that beauteous breaſt. 
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Tho thy malignant beams, with deadly force, | 
Have ſcorch'd my joys, and in their baneful courſe 
Wither'd each plant, and dry'd up ev'ry ſource ; 


If dying may leave Oriana bleſt. 
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Ah! to Oriana ſhine leſs fatal bright, 
Chcriſh her heart, and nouriſh her delight, 
Reſtrain each cruel influence that deſtroys, 
Bleſs all her days, and ripen all her joys. 


| fOriana weeps, and ſhews concern; Amadis addreſſing bimſelf 


to Conſtantius. 


Ama. Were fortune us'd to ſmile upon deſert, 
Love had been yours, to dic had been my part : 
Thus fate divides the prize; tho beauty's mine, 
Yet 2 our other miſtreſs, is more thine. 


Conſt. looking fternly upon him. 


Diſdain not, gallant prince, a rival's praiſe, 


Whom your high worth thus humbles to confeſs 
In every thing but love, he merits leſs. 
Conſt. Art thou that rival then? O killing ſhame! 
And has he view'd me thus, ſo weak, ſo tame? 
Like a ſcorn'd captive proſtrate at his ſide, 
To grace his triumph, and delight his pride? 
O 'tis too much! and nature in diſdain 
Turns back from death, and firing ev'ry vein, 
Reddens with rage, and kindles life again. 


Be firm, my ſoul, quick from this ſcene remove, 


Or madneſs elſe may be too ſtrong for love. 
Spent as I am, and wearied with the weight 
Of burthening life—I could reverſe my fate. 
Thus planted —ſtand: thy everlaſting bar 


[Seizes him, holding a dagger at his breaſt, Amadis does the 
ſame, each holding a dagger ready to ſtrike. 
But for Oriana's fake 'tis better here. 


(Stabs himſelf ; Amadis throws away his dagger, aol ſup- 
ports him ; they all help. 


Ori. Live, gen'rous prince, ſuch virtue ne'er ſhould die. 
Conſt. I've liv'd enough, of all I wiſh, poſſeſt, 


The laſt warm drop forſakes my bleeding heart ; 
Oh love! how ſure a murderer thou art. [Dies. 
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Ori. ¶ Weeping.] There breaks the nobleſt heart that ever 
durn' d | | 
In flames of love, for ever to be mourn'd. | 
Ama. Laviſh to him, you wrong an equal flame; 
Had he been lov'd, my heart had done the ſame. 
Flor. Oh emperor! all ages muſt agree, 
Such, but more happy, ſhou'd all lovers be. 
Urg. [To Oriana.] 
No lover now throughout the world remains, 
But Amadis, deſerving of your chains. 
Remove that mournful object from the ſight. 
[Carry off the body. 
Ere yon bright beams are ſhadow'd o'er with night. 
The ſtubborn king ſhall licenſe your delight; 
The torch, already bright with nuptial fire, 
| Shall bring you to the bridegroom you deſire ; 
g And honour, which ſo long has kept in doubt, 
Be better pleas'd to yield, than to hold out. 
[Flouriſh of ail the muſic. The ſtage fills with ſingers and dancers 
in the habits of heroes and heroines. 


Urganda conducts Amais, Oriana, etc. to a ſeat during the 
followiug entertainment, 
Firſt voice. 
Make room for the combat, make room 
Sound the trumpet and drum ; 
A fairer than Venus prepares 
To encounter agreater than Mars. 
The gods of deſire take part in the fray, 
And love ſits like Jove, to decide the great day. 
Make room for the combat, make room ; 
l Sound the trumpet and drum. 
Second voice. 
Give the word to begin, 
Let the combatants in, 
The challenger enters all glorious ; 
But love has decreed 
Tho beauty muy bleed, 
Yet beauty fhall [till be viftorious. 


= or 


wo 2 2 Coir gy gantry 
—— yn” — 
—_— - - FRA 2 = * = 
_ am of 2 ay — 2222222 


[He 


THE BRITISH ENCHANTERS, 


Chorus, 
Make room for the combat, make room ; 
Sound the trumpet and drum. 
[Here two parties enter from the oppoſite ſides of the theatre, 
arm'd at all points, marching in warlike order. And then 
dance ſeveral Pyrric or martial dances, with ſwords and 
bucklers. Which ended, the fingers again advance. 
| To be ſung. 
| Help ! help ! tÞ unpraftis'd congu'ror cries ; 
He faints, he falls ; help ! help ! ah me ! be ones 5 . 
Gently ſhe tries to raiſe his head, 
Aud weeps, alas! to think him dead. 
Sound, ſound a charge. tis war again 5 
Again he fights, again is ſlain ; 
Again, again, help! help! ſhe cries, 
He faints, he falls, help! help! ah me! he dies. 
| Dance of heroes and heroines. 
Then ſingers again come forward. 
To be ſung. 
Happy pair, 
Free from care, 
Enjoy the bleſſing 
Of feet poſſeſſing ; 
Free from care, 
Happy pair. 
Love inviting, 
Souls uniting - 
Deſiring, 
Expiring ; 
Enjoy the bleſſing 
Cf fweet poſſeſſing; 


Free from care, . 


Happy pair. 
Another dance of heroes and heroines. 
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Then a full Chorus of all the voices and inſtruments, 


Be true, all ye lovers, hate er you endure 

Tho' cruel the pain is, how ſweei is the cure ! 
I. the hour of poſſeſſing, 
So divine is the bleſſing, 
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That one moment's obtaining, 

Pays an age of complaining. 
Be true, all ye lovers, uhate'er you endure, 
Tho” cruel the pain is how ſweet is the cure ] 


[Here follows variety of dances, with which the entertain- 
ment concluding, Amadis, Oriana, etc. riſe and come 
forward. | 


Ama. So Phoebus mounts triumphant in the ſkies, 
The clouds diſperſe, and gloomy horror flies ; 
Darkneſs gives place to the victorious light, 

And all around is gay, and all around is bright. 

Ori. Our preſent joys are ſweeter for paſt pain ; 
To love and heav'n, by ſuff ring we attain. 

Urg. Whate'er the virtuous and the juſt endure, 
Slow the reward may be, but always ſure. 


LA triumphant flouriſh of all the A; with which the 
lay concludes. 


* 


The end of the fifth AF. 


1 


be 
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HEN OxPHEUS tur'd his pipe with pleafi Ing woe, 
Rivers forgot to run, and winds to blow ; 

While liſt ning foreſts cover'd, as he play'd, 

The foft muſician in a moving ſhade. 

That this night's ſtrains the ſame ſucceſs may find, 


The force of magic is to beauty join d: 
Where ſounding ſtrings, and artful voices fail, 


The charming rod, and mutter d ſpells prevail. 

Let ſage UR GAN D A wave the circling wand 
On barren mountains, or a waſte of ſand, 

The deſart ſmiles, the woods begin to grow, 

The birds to warble, and the ſprings to flow. 
The ſame dull ſights in the ſame landſrip mixt, 
Scenes of ſtill life, and points for ever fiat, 

A tedious pleaſure on the mind beſtow, 

And pall the ſenſe with one continu'd ſhow : 

But as our two magicians try their ſkill, 

The viſion varies, tho' the place ſtands ſtill ; 

While the ſame ſpot its gaudy form renews, 
Shifting the proſpeR to a thouſand views. 

Thus ( without unity of place tranſgreſs'd) 

T' enchanter turns the critic to a jeſt. 

But howſocer to pleaſe your wand'ring eyes, 
Bright objects diſappear, and brighter riſe : 
There's none can make amends for laſt delight, 
While from that circle * we divert your ſight. 


* T he ladies. 
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| BOOKS printed and fold by Rozrzr Urs, 


| I. The Works of Moliere, Complete in ſive neat pocket Vo- 
| Jumes. Accurately tranſlated from the grand Paris Edition | 
| publiſhed by Mr. la Serre in fix Volumes Quarto, 


II. Cato Major: or, A Treatiſe on Old-Age, By M. Tullius 
Cicero, With explanatory Notes from the Roman Hiſtory, 
By the honourable Mr. Logan, 


III. Plays, viz. 1. The Tragedy of Julius Caeſar. 2. The 
Tragedy of Brutus. By John Sheffield Duke ot Buckingham, 


IV. The Temple of Taſte, Tranſlated from the French of Mr. 
de Voltaire. 


| , 
V. Plays, viz. Volpone; or the Fox. The Alchemiſt. Epicoene; 
or, the Silent Woman. Written by Ben. Jonſon. 


VI. Miſceilanies, By the moſt noble George lord Saville, late 

Marquis and Earl of Halifax; viz. 1. Advice to a Daughter, 

2, The Character of a Trimmer. 3, The Anatomy of 

an Equivalent. 4. A Letter to a Diſſenter. 5. Cautions for 

Choice of Parliament Men. 6, A Rough Draught of a New 

Model at Sea. 7, Maxims of State. 8. A Character of Bp. 
Burnet, etc. | 


VII. Perfian Letters, Tranſlated from the French of M. de Se- 
condat Baron de Monteſquieu, author of the Spirit of Laws. 


VIII. A Defence of Poetry, By Sir Philip Sidney. | 
IX. Fables, with Cuts, By Mr, Gay. N 
X. The Beggar's Opera, in two parts, written by Mr. Gay. 


XI. The Whigs Supplication, Or the Scots Hudibras. A Mock 
Poem. By Samuel Colyil. 


XII. The Memoirs of Sir James Melvil of Halhill: Containing 

an impartial Account of the moſt remarkable Affairs of State 
ö during the Sixteenth Century, not mentioned by other Hiſto- 
rians: More particularly relating to the kingdoms of England 
ö and Scotland under the Reigns of Queen Elizabeth, Mary 
Queen of Scots, and King James. In moſt of which Tran- 
' ſactions the Author was perſonally and publickly concerned, 


ö XIII. Eſſays, or, Counſels, Civil and Moral. By Francis Ba- 
| con, Baron of Verulam, Viſcount St. Alban, and Lord high 
4 Chancellor of England, 
: | 


XIV. The Hiſtory of the Revolution in Sweden, occaſioned by 
| the Changes of Religion, and Alteration of the Govenment in 
that Kingdom. Tranſlated from the French of the Abbot Ver- 
| tot, Member of the Royal Academy of Inſcriptions, and Belles 
i + Lettres. | | | 
- XV. Letters upon divers Subjects, concerning Religion and Me- 
| taphyſics: Written by the late archbiſhop of Cambray ; Tran- 

Nated from the Paris edition in 1718, 
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